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DISCOURSE. 


"  THAT     YE     BE     NOT     SLOTHFUL,     BUT     FOLLOWERS     OF     THEM     WHO     THROUGH 
FAITH    AND    PATIENCE    INHERIT    THE    PROMISES." 

The  passage  of  Holy  Scripture  from  which  I  propose 
to  address  you,  my  respected  hearers,  ou  this  solemn 
occasion,  will  be  found  recorded  in  Hebrews  vi.  12. 
"  That  ye  be  not  slothful,  but  followers  of  them  who 
through  faith  and  patience  inherit  the  promises." 

These  words  were  addressed  to  a  body  of  Christians 
who  lay  under  strong  temptations,  by  reason  of  afflic- 
tions and  persecutions,  to  apostatize  from  that  holy 
religion  which  they  had  professed.  Accordingly,  the 
inspired  author  of  this  Epistle  labors  throughout,  to 
persuade  them  to  a  steadfast  adherence  to  the-  belief 
and  obedience  of  the  Gospel,  notwithstanding  all  the 
difficulties  and  trials  with  which  they  had  to  contend. 
In  the  text,  in  particular,  he  draws  an  argument  to 
this  end  from  the  example  of  those  illustrious  worthies 
among  their  fathers,  who  in  former  ages,  by  a  patient 
continuance  in  the  faith  and  obedience  of  God's  Word, 
amidst  obstacles  and  discouragements  in  their  way, 
had  now  come  to  be  inheritors  of  the  promises  of 
God ;  were  put  in  actual  possession  of  his  promised 
rest.  "  That  ye  be  not  slothful,"  saith  he,  "  but  fol- 
lowers of  them  who,  through  faith  and  patience, 
inherit  the  promises." 


Putting  this  construction  upon  these  words  of  Holy 
Writ,  they  have  seemed  highly  suitable  for  our  medi- 
tations upon  this  solemn  occasion  :  words  abundant 
in  consolation  to  those  who  mourn  ;  full  of  instruction 
and  encouragement  to  all  of  us  here  present.  In 
further  considering  them,  it  is  my  purpose  to  offer 
upon  them  a  few  brief  remarks ;  and  thence  to  deduce 
such  an  application  as  shall  appear  appropriate  to  the 
affecting  funeral  services  in  which  we  are  engaged ; 
and  as,  with  the  Divine  blessing,  may  prove  a  source 
of  comfort  and  edification  to  us  all. 

1.  "That  ye  be  not  slothful,"  saith  the  Apostle  in 
the  text,  "  but  followers  of  them  who,  through  faith 
and  patience,  inherit  the  promises."  The  promises 
which  the  faithful  and  persevering  are  here  said  to 
inherit,  are  in  general,  and  in  a  qualified  sense,  all  the 
exceeding  great  and  precious  promises  of  spiritual 
good  contained  in  the  Gospel;  but  especially  and 
absolutely,  the  promise  of  eternal  life  and  felicity  in 
heaven.  In  the  context,  indeed,  allusion  is  made  to 
the  promise  by  God  to  Abraham,  of  the  land  of 
Canaan.  But  this  temporal  promise  and  others 
similar  to  it,  cannot  be  reasonably  supposed  to  comprise 
all  the  good  things  of  which  God  assured  the  pious 
patriarch.  For  in  this  sense,  the  promises  of  God  to 
the  Father  of  the  faithful,  never  were  fulfilled  to  him 
in  his  own  proper  person,  but  only  to  his  posterity. 
He  often  travelled  in  the  land  of  promise.  He  some- 
times pitched  his  tent  there,  and  more  or  less  of  his 
time  dwelt  within  its  bounds.  But  then  he  ever 
sojourned  in  it,  we  are  told, — Hebrews  xi.  9, — as  in  a 
strange  country.     He  dwelt  there  as  in  a  foreign  land, 


and  not  as  upon  his  own  proper  estate,  granted  him 
by  deed  of  gift  from  the  universal  Proprietor.  And 
hence  we  are  constrained  to  infer,  that  in  promising 
Abraham  the  land  of  Canaan,  as  the  lot  and  inheritance 
of  his  natural  posterity,  he  likewise  revealed  to  him 
that  better  country,  that  heavenly  Canaan,  which 
should  be  the  inheritance  of  him  and  of  all  his 
spiritual  seed,  the  great  body  of  the  faithful,  in  all 
generations,  as  they  should,  one  after  another,  be 
removed  from  this  present  world.  When  he  opened 
his  eyes,  as  from  the  top  of  Pisgah,  to  behold  that 
beautiful  Canaan,  which,  He  assured  him,  should  one 
day  be  the  possession  of  his  numberless  descendants, 
He  extended  his  vision,  and  helped  him  to  discern, 
too,  by  the  eye  of  faith,  that  better  country,  that  city 
which  hath  foundations,  whose  builder  and  maker  is 
God ;  and  which  God  had  prepared  for  him,  and  for 
all  that  should  give  evidence  of  the  like  precious  faith 
with  his,  to  the  end  of  time.  And  hence,  in  the 
eleventh  chapter  of  this  Epistle,  Abraham,  and  numer- 
ous other  ancient  worthies  there  mentioned  by  name 
or  referred  to  as  illustrious  examples  of  saving  faith, 
are  all  represented  as  looking  for  that  better  country ; 
as  earnestly  desiring  it ;  and,  in  the  confident  expecta- 
tion of  it,  confessing  that  they  were  but  strangers  and 
pilgrims  on  the  earth  ;  travelling  towards,  but  not  yet 
come,  to  their  proper  home.  And  so,  too,  near  the 
close  of  the  chapter  from  which  the  text  is  taken,  the 
promised  blessing  there  referred  to,  is  represented  as 
something  in  which  not  the  Jews  only,  but  all 
Christians,  have  a  common  interest  and  concern. 
"^Wherein  God,"  saith  the  Apostle  there, — v.  17,  18, — 
"  willing  more  abundantly  to  show  unto  the  heirs  of 
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promise  the  immutability  of  His  counsel,  confirmed  it 
by  an  oath;  that  by  two  immutable  things,  in  which 
it  was  impossible  for  God  to  lie,  we — that  is,  we 
Christians — might  have  a  strong  consolation,  who  have 
fled  for  refuge  to  lay  hold  upon  the  hope  set  before 
us."  How  evident  then  is  it,  that  the  promised  good, 
which  the  faithful  and  persevering  are  said  in  the  text 
to  inherit,  must  be  something  far  better  than  an 
inheritance  in  the  land  of  Canaan  ;  even  that  inheri- 
tance in  the  heavenly  Canaan,  which  is  incorruptible, 
undefiled,  and  that  fadeth  not  away  ! 

2.  Secondly,  the  felicity  insured  to  the  faithful  and 
persevering,  they  enter  upon  the  enjoyment  of  imme- 
diately at  death.  It  has  been  sometimes  suggested, 
that  during  the  interval  between  death  and  the  resur- 
rection, the  spirits  of  the  just  are  in  a  state  of 
insensibility.  But  this  gloomy  idea  seems  to  be 
inconsistent  with  the  words  of  the  text,  as  well  as 
with  other  passages  of  Holy  Scripture.  Here,  the 
Apostle  holds  up  for  our  imitation  those  who,  through 
faith  and  patience,  inherit  the  promises.  He  does  not 
speak  of  these  worthies  as  destined  to  inherit  the 
promises  of  God  at  some  future,  indefinite  period  of 
time,  but  as  now  inheriting  them.  True,  it  must  be 
acknowledged,  in  view  of  what  is  said  at  the  close  of 
the  eleventh  chapter  of  this  Epistle,  that  saints  are 
not  at  death,  admitted  at  once  to  their  full  reward, 
their  entire  inheritance.  This  will  not  be  till  the 
resurrection,  when  they  will  be  welcomed,  both  body 
and  soul,  to  the  perfect  enjoyment  of  those  good 
things,  which  eye  ♦hath  not  seen,  nor  hath  ear  heard 
nor  hath  it  entered  into  the  heart  of  man  to  conceive 


but  which  God  hath  promised  to,  and  prepared  for, 
them  who  love  him.  Still  the  teachings  of  the  text, 
and  of  various  other  passages  of  the  Holy  Scriptures, 
appear  plainly  to  sanction  the  belief,  that  they  do 
enter  at  death,  upon  a  portion  at  least,  of  the  promised 
inheritance.  While  their  bodies  are  returning  to  the 
earth  from  whence  they  were  taken,  their  spirits,  in 
the  language  of  the  Prophet  concerning  them, — Isaiah 
lvii.  1,  2, — enter  into  peace;  they  are  admitted  to 
partake  of  that  blessed  rest,  which  remains  for  the 
people  of  God.  As  is  intimated  by  the  Apostle  to 
the  Philippians, — i.  23, — they  go  to  be  with  Christ, 
which  is  far  better  for  them  than  to  abide  here  in  the 
flesh :  for  surely  to  be  with  Christ  implies  a  far  higher 
degree  of  felicity  than  any  that  is  attainable  on  this 
side  the  grave. 

3.  Again,  it  is  to  be  remarked  on  the  words  of  the 
inspired  Apostle  in  the  text,  that  departed  saints  have 
entered  already,  in  part,  upon  the  promised  inheritance 
above,  in  the  way  of  faith  and  patience  or  perseverance. 
And  it  is  in  the  same  way  only,  my  hearers,  that  we 
or  any  in  the  land  of  the  living-  can  ever  hope  to 
attain  to  that  felicity  which  is  enjoyed  by  them.  We 
must  believe  in  God  or  it  will  be  impossible  to  please 
Him.  We  must  believe,  too,  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
through  whom  alone  we  obtain  remission  of  sins,  and 
the  promise  of  eternal  life.  And  we  must  see  to  it, 
moreover,  that  our  faith  be  not  dead  or  inactive,  but  a 
lively  principle,  leading  us  to  love  the  God  and 
Saviour,  whom  we  profess  to  acknowledge,  and  to 
endeavor  to  walk  in  humble  obedience  to  all  the 
divine  requirements.     And  not  only  must  our  faith  be 


active,  abounding  in  those  fruits  of  righteousness 
which  are,  by  Jesus  Christ,  to  the  praise  and  glory  of 
God ;  but  it  must  also  be  a  patient,  abiding,  perse- 
vering principle.  We  must  not  be  slothful  in  the 
service  of  Christ ;  not  faint-hearted  and  ready  to  give 
up  all,  in  view  of  opposition  or  difficulties  in  our 
Christian  course.  On  the  contrary,  we  must  patiently 
adhere  to  the  path  of  truth  and  righteousness,  trusting 
in  God  for  help  and  strength;  knowing  from  an 
infallible  authority,  that  they  only  who  endure  to  the 
end  shall  be  saved ;  whereas,  if  any  man  draw  back, 
God  saith  concerning  him,  "  My  soul  shall  have  no 
pleasure  in  him." — Hebrews  x.  38. 

4.  Finally,  it  behooves  us  all,  my  hearers,  in  view  of 
the  promised  inheritance,  to  which  saints  who  have 
gone  before  us  have  already  attained  through  faith  and 
patience,  to  be  diligent  followers  of  them  in  these 
Christian  graces.  Jesus  Christ,  it  is  true,  is  our 
perfect  and  only  unerring  exemplar.  But  then  all 
who  have  breathed  the  spirit  of  Christ,  and  humbly 
submitted  to  his  guidance,  and  walked  in  his  steps, 
are  also  examples  to  us,  in  their  measure.  It  is  our 
duty  to  be  followers  of  them  whereinsoever  they  were 
followers  of  Christ.  Accordingly,  the  holy  Apostle 
Paul  enjoins  upon  the  Corinthians, — 1  Cor.  xi.  1, — 
"  Be  ye  followers  of  me,  even  as  I  also  am  of  Christ." 
The  Philippians  he  directs, — Phil.  hi.  1 7, — "  Brethren, 
be  followers  together  of  me ;  and  mark  them  which 
walk  so  as  ye  have  us  for  an  example."  And  here  in 
the  text,  he  charges  the  Christians  he  was  addressing, 
to  be  followers  of  those  worthies,  who  had  gone  before 
them  in  the  service  of  God,  and  who  by  faith  and 
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patience  had  now  become  partakers  of  the  promised 
bliss.  For  in  so  doing,  not  only  would  they  obtain 
strength  and  encouragement  to  pursue  the  path,  which 
had  led  saints  before  them  safe  to  heaven,  but  they 
would  likewise  magnify  that  grace  of  God,  by  which 
alone  faith,  and  patience,  and  every  thing  else  well 
pleasing  in  his  sight,  are  effectually  wrought  in  our 
souls. 

Examples  of  this  description  have  not  been  wanting 
in  all  ages  of  the  Christian  church.  They  have  been 
numerous  in  this  land  of  the  pilgrims,  our  own  beloved 
New  England.  Many  such  we  have  learnt  of  by 
tradition  from  our  fathers ;  and  some  once  lived  and 
acted  under  our  own  eye,  and  upon  whose  memory  we 
delight  to  dwell.  You,  my  respected  hearers,  inhab- 
itants of  this  town,  have  not  been  ignorant  of  such 
among  yourselves.  Within  the  recollection  of  some 
of  you,  there  have  been  both  brethren  and  sisters  of 
this  church  of  Christ,  who  while  they  lived,  caused 
the  light  of  their  good  works  to  shine ;  •  and  who, 
though  now  dead,  do  yet  speak  by  their  pious  counsels 
and  examples,  the  fruits  of  their  living,  persevering 
faith.  About  twenty-four  years  ago,  you  were  assem- 
bled within  these  walls,  to  mourn  the  death  of  a 
beloved  pastor  of  this  Church,  eminent  in  his  day  for 
faith,  and  piety,  and  zeal,  and  patience,  in  all  that  is 
good.  And  now  you  have  come  together  to  pay  the 
last  respects  to  his  honored  widow,  to  aid  in  the 
services  of  her  funeral,  and  to  unite  with  her  beloved 
children,  and  other  surviving  dear  relatives  and  friends, 
in  imploring  comfort  and  support  from  above.  On 
this  solemn   occasion,  a  brief  sketch  of  the  life  and 
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character  of  this  excellent  lady,  setting  forth  her 
claims  to  our  affectionate  remembrance,  and  to  our 
careful  imitation  of  the  graces  so  highly  recommended 
in  the  text,  and  which  shone  conspicuously  in  her,  may 
be  neither  unacceptable,  nor,  with  the  Divine  blessing, 
unprofitable  to  us. 

Madam  Abigail  Stearns  was  the  daughter  of 
Rev.  Jonathan  French,  for  many  years  the  faithful 
and  beloved  pastor  of  the  South  Church  in  Andover, 
and  of  Mrs.  Abigail  French,  his  wife.  She  was  born 
at  Andover,  May  29th,  1776;  married  to  Rev.  Samuel 
Stearns,  pastor  of  the  church  in  this  place,  May  9th, 
1797;  lived  most  happily  with  him  in  this  relation 
thirty-seven  years  and  upwards  till  his  decease,  which 
occurred  December  26th,  183-1;  and  since  then  has 
continued  his  widow  till  Thursday  of  last  week, 
December  2nd,  1858,  when  she  quietly  breathed  her 
last,  in  the  eighty-third  year  of  her  age. 

This  lady  was  highly  respected,  and  her  company 
much  set  by  for  her  general  intelligence,  her  correct 
judgment,  her  instructive  and  pleasant  conversation, 
her  dignified  deportment,  her  condescension,  affability 
and  kindness  towards  persons  of  all  ages  and  conditions. 
But  it  was  for  her  religious  and  moral  excellence,  for 
which  she  was  most  valued  while  living,  and  for  which 
her  remembrance  will  be  most  affectionately  cherished, 
now  that  she  is  dead. 

Born  and  trained  up  by  parents,  who  were  them- 
selves persons  of  devoted  piety,  she  was  early  initiated 
into  the  principles  of  the  Gospel,  and  taught  to  conform 
her  affections  and  behavior  to  its  sacred  requirements. 
And  how  well  she  profited,  through  divine  grace,  by 
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the  instructions  and  counsels  of  her  beloved  parents, 
and  what  good  impressions  had  been  made  by  them, 
through  the  same  heavenly  influence,  on  her  heart,  is 
indicated  by  her  making  a  profession  of  religion,  and 
being  thought  worthy  of  reception  into  the  church  of 
which  her  father  was  pastor,  at  the  unusually  early 
age  of  thirteen  years.  This,  her  ecclesiastical  relation, 
was  transferred  from  the  church  in  Andover  to  the 
church  in  this  town,  February  11th,  1798,  shortly 
after  her  marriage :  and  how  well  and  faithfully  she 
hath  ever  since  fulfilled  her  Christian  obligations,  all 
you  can  bear  witness,  who  have  known  her  and  been 
conversant  with  her  'tis  now  upwards  of  sixty  years. 

In  her  religious  sentiments,  Madam  Stearns  was 
strictly  orthodox ;  heartily  embracing  and  professing 
the  doctrine  of  the  Trinity,  of  native  depravity,  of 
election,  of  atonement  by  the  blood  of  Christ,  of 
regeneration  by  the  spirit  of  God,  and  other  kindred 
doctrines,  which  ?she  had  learned  from  the  catechism 
taught  her  in  her  childhood,  and  which  she  considered 
as  plainly  inculcated  and  much  insisted  on  in  God's 
revealed  Word.  And  the  genuine,  happy  influence  of 
this  her  faith,  she  was  careful  to  manifest  by  a  godly 
life  and  conversation ;  by  love  to  God,  and  love  to 
men.  Nor  was  she  ever  known,  I  am  confident,  to 
waver  in  her  attachment  to  these  her  sentiments  of 
religion,  or  to  show  any  disposition  to  give  them  up. 
In  these  days  of  change  and  religious  declension,  she 
held  fast  the  faith  she  had  professed  in  her  early  years, 
with  patience ;  she  quietly  and  unostentatiously,  but 
steadfastly  adhered  to  it  all  her  days. 

But  hers  was  not  an  inactive  faith ;  but  being 
implanted,    it   is    believed,    by  the    spirit   of  God,  it 
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wrought  by  love,  and  was  constantly  productive  of 
the  fruits  of  righteousness.  It  prompted  her  to  dili- 
gence and  exemplariness  in  the  discharge  of  the  duties 
of  her  several  relations  in  life,  as  well  as  of  those, 
which  circumstances  or  her  station  in  society  rendered 
incumbent  upon  her. 

The  heart  of  her  husband  most  deservedly  trusted 
in  her ;  for  she  was  a  helpmeet  for  him  indeed ;  his 
constant,  fast  friend  at  all  times ;  his  wise  and  faithful 
adviser  in  seasons  of  trial ;  his  watchful,  sympathizing, 
ever  ready  attendant  in  the  days  of  his  decline. 

Of  the  thirteen  children  whom  God  had  given  her, 
towards  the  eleven  whom  he  spared  to  mature  years,  she 
appeared  to  cherish  habitually  the  warmest  affection. 
She  earnestly  desired  their  temporal  prosperity ;  and 
above  all,  their  spiritual  welfare.  For  the  promotion 
of  these  great  ends,  she  labored  incessantly  in  their 
early  years,  and  offered,  I  doubt  not,  continual  and 
most  devout  supplications  to  the  Lord  God  of  their 
fathers  on  their  behalf.  And  as  they  appeared  one 
after  another  on  the  stage  of  life,  she  was  comforted, 
and  thankful  towards  God,  in  the  persuasion,  that 
neither  her  labors  for  them  nor  her  prayers  had  been 
in  vain. 

Of  the  Church  of  Christ  in  this  town,  she  was  a 
steady,  sincere  advocate  and  friend.  Nothing  did  she 
desire  more  heartily,  than  to  see  its  increase  and  spir- 
itual prosperity  ;  to  witness  the  cause  of  truth  and  the 
interests  of  Zion  built  up  in  this  place.  Nor  was  she  an 
indifferent  spectator  of  any  wise  effort  in  the  cause  of 
benevolence  among  the  ladies  of  this  town.  Of  several 
associations  among  them  for  the  good  of  others,  she  was 
either  the  president,  or  an  active  member,  so  long  as  her 
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health  and  strength  allowed  her  to  meet  and  act  with 
them.  All  her  means  and  influence  in  society  she  was 
ready  to  employ  for  the  henefit  of  those  around  her, 
while  ability  for  active  exertion  was  prolonged. 

At  the  completion  of  her  eightieth  year,  between 
two  and  three  years  ago,  she  was  gratified  with  seeing 
meet  at  her  house  a  numerous  company  of  her  chil- 
dren, grand-children,  and  four  descendants  of  the  third 
generation.  And  oh,  how  interesting  must  this  meet- 
ing have  been  to  all  there  gathered  together !  How 
warm  their  mutual  congratulations !  How  earnest 
their  thanks  to  God  for  the  opportunity  of  such  a 
meeting !  How  fervent  the  prayers  of  the  children 
for  the  continuance  of  the  divine  favor  to  their  revered 
mother !  And  above  all,  how  many  yet  sincere  were 
the  silent  aspirations  of  the  good  woman  herself  to 
heaven  on  behalf  of  them  all :  that  God  would  crown 
them  with  all  temporal  blessings ;  and  especially,  that 
He  would  savingly  bless  them  all  in  Him  in  whom  all 
the  families  of  the  earth  are  blessed ! 

But  the  time  of  her  departure  was  now  drawing 
near.  For  several  months  past,  her  health  and 
strength  have  been  gradually  on  the  wane.  And  a 
violent  cold  taken  a  few  weeks  since  brought  on,  it  is 
understood,  a  rapid  decline ;  so  that  after  a  short 
period  of  acute  distress,  she  calmly  sunk  into  the  arms 
of  death  without  a  struggle  or  a  groan.  And  no  doubt 
she  fell  asleep  in  Jesus,  and  has  joined  that  happy 
company,  who  through  faith  and  patience  are  now 
inheriting  the  promises  of  God. 

Will  the  children  of  this  venerable  lady  allow  me, 
their  father's  and  their  mother's  friend,  to  express  my 
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sympathy  with  them  in  this  their  afflictive  bereave- 
ment 1  You  with  reason  weep  at  her  death.  But 
while  you  mourn  at  her  departure  from  you,  and  that 
you  shall  see  her  face  no  more  on  earth,  you  need  not 
be  reminded  by  me  of  the  many  causes  you  have  in 
your  affliction,  of  thanksgiving  unto  God  on  her 
account.  Praise  Him  for  favoring  you  with  the 
inestimable  blessing  of  such  a  mother ;  for  continuing 
her  to  you  in  the  enjoyment  of  health  and  usefulness 
so  many  years  after  he  had  taken  your  honored  father 
to  himself;  and  above  all,  for  the  solid  ground  you 
have  for  confidence,  in  view  of  her  faith  and  patience, 
that  though  she  is  now  absent  from  the  body,  she  is 
present  with  her  and  your  Lord  and  God,  and  that 
she  will  enjoy  the  bliss  of  His  presence  forevermore. 

With  all  other  relatives  of  the  deceased  who  may 
be  present,  permit  me  to  say,  that  though  you  must 
needs  lament  the  death  of  so  near  and  valued  a  friend, 
yet  that  in  another  view  you  cannot  but  find  consola- 
tion in  the  persuasion,  that  your  loss  is  her  unspeakable 
gain.  You  mourn  not  for  her  as  those  who  are 
without  hope.  After  a  life  of  faith  and  patience  in 
well  doing  here,  she  is  gone  to  a  world  where  no 
temptations  shall  ever  assault  her  faith,  no  trials 
weaken  or  shake  it ;  where  faith  is  indeed  turned  to 
sight,  and  a  lively  hope  of  God's  promised  inheritance 
is  exchanged  for  the  actual  enjoyment  of  it.  Give 
God,  then,  the  glory  of  that  faith  and  patience  which 
were  manifested  in  her,  and  say,  with  pious  submission, 
The  Lord's  will  be  done ! 

Let  us  all,  my  respected  hearers,  in  view  of  the  end 
of  this  excellent  lady  after  a  life  of  persevering  faith 
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and  of  active  diligence  in  her  Master's  service,  consider 
seriously  the  reasons  we  have  for  being  followers  of 
her  therein.  While  on  earth,  she  led  a  life  of  faith  in 
God  and  Christ,  and  of  constancy  in  the  Redeemer's 
service.  And  she  is  now,  we  are  persuaded,  reaping 
the  reward  of  her  faith  and  patience  in  heaven.  Let 
us  endeavor  to  be  more  and  more  impressed  with  the 
certainty  and  excellence  of  this  reward,  this  promised 
inheritance  above.  And  let  us  be  encouraged  and 
quickened  by  this  consideration,  to  cherish  a  lively, 
persevering  faith  in  our  God  and  our  Redeemer,  a 
faith  that  shall  purify  our  hearts,  work  by  love,  and 
overcome  the  world.  Let  us  daily  look  to  God  in 
prayer,  that  he  would  establish  this  faith  within  us, 
and  help  us  to  lead  a  life  correspondent  to  it.  And 
then  may  we  securely  trust  that,  imitating  the  faith 
and  patience  exhibited  by  her,  we  shall  be  received  at 
last  to  the  same  glorious  inheritance  to  which  she  is 


gone  before  us.     Amen. 
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SERMON. 


Isaiah  lxvi.  13. 

AS    ONE    WHOM    HIS    MOTHER    COMFORTETH,    SO    WILL    I    COMFORT   YOU. 

We  have  here  one  of  the  sweetest  and  most  sooth- 
ing of  the  divine  promises — one  that  goes  directly  to 
the  heart  of  every  child  who  has  ever  known  what 
it  is  to  enjoy  a  mother's  love.  God  has  presented 
himself  to  onr  contemplations  in  a  great  variety  of 
moving  attitudes,  and  assumed  towards  us  a  great 
variety  of  relations  fitted  to  inspire  affection  and 
confidence.  He  is  our  King,  our  Defender,  our 
Counsellor,  our  Teacher  and  Guide,  our  constant  and 
faithful  Friend,  the  Husband  of  the  widow,  and  the 
Father,  not  only  of  the  fatherless,  but  of  all  who, 
needing  more  than  an  earthly  father,  exercise  towards 
him  filial  affections.  But  yet  one  thing  was  wanting. 
These  were  parts  of  his  ways,  but  there  was  a  part 
still  which  had  been  left  unrepresented.  That  he 
might  take  possession  of  our  whole  hearts,  and  leave, 
in  the  sanctuary  of  our  affections,  no  corner  from 
which  we  might  exclude  him,  he  now  adds,  I  will 
be  to  you  all  that  a  mother  ever  was  or  can  be.  Yea, 
she  "  may  forget,"  though  it  seems  scarcely  possible. 
Her  affection,  strong  and  deep  and  self-devoting  as 
it  is,  is  yet  imperfect,  because  that  of  a  finite  and 
imperfect   creature.     But  mine  is  infinite,   and  with 
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all  the  strength  and  constancy  of  an  infinite  nature, 
"  as  one  whom  his  mother  comforteth,  so  will  I 
comfort  you." 

In  resorting  to  this  illustration,  God  has  manifested 
his  own  high  appreciation  of  the  relation  on  which 
it  is  founded.  He  saw  in  it  a  worthy  type  of  his 
own  tender  faithfulness.  A  mother's  love,  bating 
only  the  imperfection  which  cleaves  to  all  things 
human,  is  like  God's  own  love.  And  a  good  mother 
— a  wise,  firm,  steady,  gentle,  Christian  mother — is 
among  the  gifts  most  like  himself  of  all  which  he 
bestows  on  mortals. 

Next  to  God,  they  who  have  had  the  privilege  of 
such  a  mother  owe  to  her  their  strongest  obligations. 
We  •  are  born  into  a  world  of  sorrow.  Disease  and 
pain  meet  us  in  our  first  experiences.  The  atmosphere 
of  our  circumstances  is  laden  heavily  with  the  causes 
of  discomfort.  It  is  ever  too  hot  or  too  cold,  too 
stagnant  or  too  blustering.  We  need  to  be  sheltered, 
to  be  guided,  to  be  soothed  and  cheered.  And  the 
great  mass  of  our  fellow-creatures,  if  not  criminally 
selfish,  have  yet  their  own  sufferings  and  their  own 
responsibilities  to  attend  to.  Whose  attentions  shall 
the  young  stranger  depend  upon,  when  as  yet  his  very 
helplessness  is  his  only  claim  to  kind  consideration  1 
O  there  is  one  heart  already  preoccupied  with  the 
strongest  interest  in  him.  He  feels  a  soft  arm  folding 
itself  around  him,  and  a  soft,  warm  bosom  beating 
close  to  his  infant  face.  He  looks  up  and  the  first 
sight  which  his  opening  eyes  catch  is  a  sweet  smile ; 
and  in  it  blend,  love,  gentleness,  solicitude,  hope,  joy, 
forming  a  combined  whole  more  like  heaven  than 
aught   to    be   found    elsewhere    till    he    enters    upon 
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heaven's  glories.  It  is  the  maternal  soul  that  gleams 
out  through  that  pale,  pensive  countenance.  And 
that  smile,  once  perceived,  once  distinctly  impressed 
upon  our  consciousness,  never  changes.  Half  a  cen- 
tury may  run  its  course,  and  time  may  do  its  utmost, 
bending  that  once  straight  and  graceful  form,  plough- 
ing deep  furrows  in  that  fair,  smooth  cheek,  frosting 
and  thinning  out  those  glossy  curls,  and  stealing 
away,  one  after  another,  the  pearls  that  parted  those 
rosy  lips, — it  is  to  the  child  the  same  smile  still, 
fresh  and  beautiful  as  ever.  And  the  soul  of  which 
it  is  the  external  gleaming  is  the  same  soul — faithful 
as  ever,  solicitous  as  ever,  loving  as  ever.  We  call 
this  a  cold  world,  and  so  it  seems  often,  and  especially 
to  some.  But  it  is  not  a  cold  world  after  all,  so  long 
as  a  mothers  heart  glows  within  it.  All  through  our 
childhood,  we  have  in  her  a  refuge  in  our  pains,  griefs, 
disappointments,  irritations  and  fears.  In  our  man- 
hood we  have  still,  if  she  be  spared  to  us,  a  well  of 
deep,  rich,  holy  sympathy.  Who  so  constant,  who  so 
unselfish,  who  so  self-sacrificing  ?  If  we  go  astray 
she  will  weep,  but  she  will  never  cast  us  off;  and  if 
we  do  well,  if  we  are  honored  in  the  world,  if  we  are 
useful,  if  we  are  worthily  prosperous,  her  joy  on  our 
account  will  be  as  full  as  it  is  disinterested. 

Such  a  mother  is  her  child's  best  counsellor.  The 
wisdom  of  Solomon  was  God's  own  promised  gift, 
yet  how  much,  instrumentally,  may  have  been  due  to 
her  counsels,  of  whose  virtues  the  book  of  Proverbs 
shows  his  high  appreciation,  and  to  whom,  in  his 
most  prosperous  days,  when  he  sat  upon  a  throne 
scarcely  rivalled  by  any  in  his  time  for  power  and 
splendor,  he  manifested  the  most  respectful  deference. 
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The  counsel  of  most  friends  will  be  warped  more  or 
less  by  their,  own  plans.  A  mother  has  no  plans 
separate  from  the  best  good  of  her  children.  If  to 
some  she  seems  wanting  in  experience  of  the  world, 
her  very  retirement,  looking  out  as  she  does  through 
its  quiet  loopholes,  gives  her  advantages  for  judgment 
not  enjoyed  by  those  who  are  themselves  struggling 
in  the  fierce  battle  of  public  life.  She  has  immense 
advantages  in  her  very  aloofness  from  its  contamina- 
tions and  sophistries. 

Indeed,  only  the  day  of  revelation  will  unfold  how 
much  of  whatsoever  is  good  in  our  abilities,  our 
attainments,  our  disposition,  our  whole  intellectual, 
moral  and  religious  character  is  due,  under  God,  to 
our  mother's  efforts  and  influence.  If  there .  is  what 
is  called  natural  and  hereditary  talent,  if  there  is 
genius,  if  there  is  comprehension  and  grasp  of  intel- 
lect, if  there  is  energy ;  quite  as  often,  if  not  oftener, 
are  these  qualities  to  be  traced  to  the  mother's  charac- 
ter as  to  that  of  the  father.  And  then  as  to  our 
training,  she  has  it  all  her  own  way,  in  the  most 
susceptible  and  formative  period.  Character  has  got  a 
bias,  a  direction,  long  before  we  cease  to  be  nourished 
at  our  mother's  bosom.  And  afterwards,  when  we 
come  to  regard  other  teachers  as  more  suited,  by  their 
learning  or  their  knowledge  of  the  world,  to  have  the 
care  of  our  education,  the  very  best  of  them  work  at 
disadvantage  in  comparison  with  her.  They  meet  us 
only  occasionally,  and  are  acquainted  with  us  only 
during  certain  periods  of  our  lives  and  in  particular 
circumstances.  But  our  mothers  have  the  best  of 
opportunities  to  know  us  thoroughly.  Our  natural 
dispositions  were  an  open  book  to  them,  long  before 
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we  ourselves  knew  the  significance  of  a  single  letter 
in  it.  Our  development  and  growth  they  have  watched 
at  every  stage.  In  health  and  sickness,  pleasure  and 
displeasure,  depression  and  excitement,  uninstructed 
as  well  as  instructed,  there  we  are  open  to  their  daily 
inspection.  And  she  must  be  a  dull  observer,  or 
greatly  deficient  in  penetration,  or  sadly  blinded  by 
prejudice,  who  does  not  understand  pretty  thoroughly 
the  true  character  and  capacities  of  her  child,  and  by 
what  motives  he  is  most  likely  to  be  moved. 

Hence  it  is  not  easy,  under  ordinary  circumstances, 
for  a  man  to  deceive  a  shrewd  and  intelligent  mother. 
He  may  put  on  a  plausible  cloak,  and  pass  for  what 
he  is  not,  before  the  world.  But  his  mother  looks 
him  straight  through,  looks  right  in  upon  his  heart. 
She  knows  just  where  our  chief  dangers  lie,  where  we 
need  to  be  checked,  where  reproved,  where  directed, 
where  stimulated,  and  there  is  no  being  in  the  world 
who  can  attain  so  complete  an  ascendancy  over  a 
right  minded  child,  to  say  nothing  of  a  wayward  one. 
Besides  the  bond  of  natural  sympathy,  which  can 
scarcely  be  wholly  cast  away,  there  is  the  influence 
of  her  character  brought  so  close  to  us  in  a  thou- 
sand ways  ;  the  memory  of  so  many  happy  days  of 
which  she  was  the  light,  and  of  so  many  sorrowful 
ones  in  which  she  was  the  only  alleviating  gleam ;  the 
influence  of  her  lessons  distilling  all  along  through 
life  like  the  sweet  dew  of  evening ;  the  influence  of 
her  prayers,  the  holiest,  if  a  comparison  may  be  allowed 
among  the  prayers  of  God's  true  people,  the  most 
fervent,  the  most  importunate  that  ever  rise  from  earth 
to  the  throne  of  grace.  All  these  twist  their  strands 
into  a  cord  from  which  the  strong  will  of  a  grown 
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man  finds  it  difficult  to  break  loose.  And  oh !  how 
operative  are  the  principles  of  divine  truth,  wisdom  and 
piety,  when  inserted  by  her  gentle  hand !  It  will 
appear,  I  dare  say,  in  the  great  day  of  revelation,  that 
a  very  large  part  of  the  goodness  and  greatness  for 
which  men  are  praised,  had  its  origin,  through  God's 
goodness,  in  the  fidelity,  assiduity,  and  prayers  of 
Christian  mothers. 

Such  a  mother  had  the  blessed  Saviour  himself— 
one  whose  maternal  watchfulness  kept  all  that  con- 
cerned his  progress,  pondering  it  in  her  heart,  while 
she  meekly  said :  "  Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord." 
"  My  soul  doth  magnify  the  Lord,  and  my  spirit  hath 
rejoiced  in  God,  my  Saviour."  God  forbid  the  church 
should  idolize  her.  Yet  who  can  tell  how  much  that 
wisdom,  and  that  "  favor  both  with  God  and  man,"  in 
which  the  child  Jesus  increased,  as  he  increased  in 
stature,  was  due,  humanly  speaking,  to  her  virtues,  to 
whom  in  childhood  he  was  subject,  and  for  whose 
comfort,  when  he  hung  upon  the  cross,  he  made 
provision  1 

Such  a  mother  had  the  apostolic  Timothy,  one  who 
had  taught  him  from  a  child  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and 
whose  "  unfeigned  faith,"  dwelling  first  in  herself  and 
her  own  mother,  was  among  the  assurances  on  which 
Paul  relied,  that  it  must  be  equally  unfeigned  and 
abiding  in  her  son. 

Such  a  mother  had  the  renowned  Christian  father 
Augustine.  In  all  his  wanderings  through  unbelief, 
heresy  and  dissipation,  during  a  period  of  more  than 
thirty  sorrowful  years,  she  followed  him  with  her 
prayers  and  counsels.  And  when  at  last  her  one  grand 
wish   was    gained,  said :    "  My  dear  son,  as  regards 
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myself,  nothing-  on  this  earth  lias  any  longer  a  charm 
for  me.  Your  conversion  was  the  only  object  for 
which  I  desired  to  live. .  You  are  now  God's  servant, 
and  what  do  I  here  I  " 

Such  a  mother  had  our  own  heroic  Washington — 
one  who  trained  his  young  mind  in  the  choicest  lessons 
of  religion  and  morality,  instilled  into  it  all  that  was 
noble,  generous,  and  truly  manly  in  character,  and, 
by  a  thread  delicate  as  the  gossamers,  held  his  strong 
heart  obedient  to  her  simple  wish. 

Such  a  mother  had  the  gifted  and  brilliant,  but 
perverted,  Aaron  Burr — a  sweet,  saint-like  spirit,  who, 
in  her  prayers,  was  almost  sure  she  "  acted  faith  "  for 
that  child.  But,  alas !  in  God's  inscrutable  wisdom, 
alike  righteous  in  what  it  takes  and  in  what  it  gives, 
she  was  removed  from  him  in  his  infancy,  and  he  left 
to  encounter  the  world's  evil  and  perverting  ways,  a 
motherless  child. 

It  is  said  in  Scripture  concerning  the  virtuous 
woman,  "  Her  children  shall  rise  up  and  call  her 
blessed."  They  will — they  must.  I  am  little  disposed, 
brethren,  to  obtrude  my  private  griefs  upon  the  notice 
of  the  public.  But  having  just  lost,  through  God's 
righteous  providence,  one  of  the  best  of  mothers,  one 
to  whom,  in  our  childhood,  we  used  to  appropriate  as 
her  special  verse,  the  words :  ;'  Many  daughters  have 
done  virtuously,  but  thou  excellest  them  all ;  "  one  to 
whom  her  children  owe  inexpressible  obligations,  I 
could  not  think  myself  justified,  before  God  or  man, 
if  I  did  not  seize  the  opportunity  afforded  by  my 
position,  to  pay  a  slight  tribute  to  her  numerous 
excellencies. 
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My  dear  departed  mother  was  in  the  middle  of  her 
eighty-third  year  when  God  took  her  away  from  us. 
She  was  born  in  the  South  Parish  of  Andover,  Massa- 
chusetts, on  the  twenty-ninth  day  of  May,  in  the  year 
seventeen  hundred  and  seventy-six. 

Her  father,  the  Rev.  Jonathan  French,  was  for  many 
years  the  pastor  of  the  church  in  that  parish.  In  his 
early  life  he  had  been  a  soldier  and  a  subaltern  officer 
in  the  colonial  army,  where  he  narrowly  escaped  death 
in  a  massacre,  by  which  a  large  part  of  his  comrades 
were  cut  off.  During  that  period,  he  found  time, 
by  a  diligent  use  of  his  leisure  hours,  to  secure  a 
competent  knowledge  of  the  medical  profession,  and 
commenced  the  practice,  with  the  most  encouraging 
prospects,  and  under  the  auspices  of  two  of  the  most 
eminent  physicians  of  his  day.  But  the  grace  of  God 
took  possession  of  his  heart,  and  thereupon  he  turned 
his  attention  towards  the  Christian  ministry.  Having 
prepared  himself  for  college,  he  resigned  his  commis- 
sion, and  though  no  longer  a  youth,  placed  himself 
under  the  care  of  tutors  and  governors.  As  a  minister, 
few  men  of  his  day  enjoyed  a  wider  and  more  desirable 
reputation.  He  was  a  warm  patriot,  and  when  the 
news  came  of  the  battle  of  Bunker  Hill,  seized  his 
surgical  instruments,  and  performing  on  horseback  a 
journey  of  twenty  miles,  was  on  the  ground  in  season 
to  render  efficient  aid  to  the  wounded  soldiers.  The 
literary  institutions  for  which  Andover  has  been  long- 
famous,  owe  their  origin,  in  a  great  measure,  to  his 
influence. 

Her  mother,  Mrs.  Abigail  French,  was  the  daughter  of 
Dr.  Benjamin  Richards,  of  Weymouth,  Massachusetts, 
a  lady  of  strong  powers  of  mind  and  force  of  character, 
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respected  and  beloved  by  all  who  knew  her,  as  a  faith- 
ful friend,  a  pleasant  acquaintance,  and  a  sincere  and 
devoted  Christian.  In  her  old  age,  when  near  death, 
her  mind  became  slightly  disordered,  but  even  then, 
religion  stood  erect  among  the  ruins,  and  she  would 
talk  of  religious  themes  as  correctly  and  coherently  as 
in  her  best  days. 

My  mother  was  the  descendant  of  an  unbroken  line 
of  pious  ancestors,  and  both  her  parents  were  grand- 
children's grand-children  of  the  puritan,  John  Alden, 
the  youth  to  whom  tradition  has  assigned  the  honor  of 
being  the  first  man  who  stepped  from  the  Mayflower 
upon  Plymouth  Rock.  I  have  reason  to  believe  the 
consideration  of  this  ancestry  was  among  the  influences 
that  helped  to  form  her  character,  as  I  know  it  was, 
in  her  hands,  a  frequent  instrument  for  moulding  that 
of  her  children. 

She  was  the  eldest  of  three  children,  the  youngest 
of  whom  being  a  feeble  invalid,  and  the  second,  the 
Rev.  Jonathan  French,  D.  D.,  late  of  North  Hampton, 
New  Hampshire,  during  much  of  his  youth  -away  from 
home  or  busied  with  his  studies,  she  was  the  chief 
reliance  of  the  family  in  a  social  way,  and  was  in 
many  respects  their  pride.  The  house  where  she  was 
born  was  a  large  frame  house,  with  garden  and  exten- 
sive grounds  attached,  generally  full  of  students,  full 
of  visitors,  and  full  of  servants.  The  style  of  living 
was  free,  and  the  supplies,  if  not  of  the  most  expensive 
sort,  were  always  abundant.  Among  the  associates 
and  friends  of  her  youth  are  to  be  reckoned  some  of 
the  most  eminent  divines  and  civilians  of  our  country's 
subsequent  history.  Such  names  as  Josiah  Quincy, 
and  Bushrod  and  Augustine  Washington,  were  among 
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the  playmates  and  friends  of  her  childhood.  The  first 
named  of  these  gentlemen,  a  leader  for  several  years 
of  the  old  federal  party  in  the  Congress  of  the  United 
States,  distinguished  in  many  respects  in  his  country's 
civil  and  literary  history,  and  now  on  the  verge  of 
ninety,  thus  recalls  the  past,  in  a  letter  of  condolence 
written  since  her  decease :  "  My  remembrance  of  her 
extends  beyond  the  range  of  eighty  years.  I  distinctly 
see  her,  a  child  then  only  two  or  three  years  old, 
sitting  on  the  doorstep  of  the  cottage  parsonage,  under 
the  shadow  of  two  glorious  elms  which  overspread  it, 
amused  with  the  boys  playing  in  the  front  yard, — her 
father  looking  out  of  the  window  and  enjoying  the 
sports  of  the  boys  with  that  affectionate  interest  in  the 
young  for  which  he  was  distinguished."  Her  educa- 
tion, both  at  school  and  in  society,  was  of  the  best 
which  the  times  afforded,  and  she  grew  up  a  tall, 
slender  and  graceful  figure,  with  fair  and  blooming 
countenance,  frank  and  easy  manners,  a  universal 
favorite  with  her  father's  parishioners,  and  the  admi- 
ration of  the  numerous  visitants  of  the  parsonage 
mansion. 

My  mother  became  a  decided  Christian  at  a  very 
early  age.  She  made  a  public  profession  of  her  faith 
at  thirteen,  quite  to  the  alarm  of  some  of  the  good 
people,  who  at  that  day  had  not  been  accustomed  to 
see  children  brought  forward  to  assume  the  responsi- 
bilities of  church  members.*  But  her  long  life 
testified  to  the  wisdom  of  the  measure,  and  her  piety, 

*  It  was  her  own  uninfluenced  proposal,  made  first  to  her  mother. 
And  when  her  father  demurred,  on  account  of  her  youth,  the  simple 
reply :  "  Do  you  think  I  am  too  young  to  love  Christ  ? "  silenced 
objections. 
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never  ostentatious,  was  from  that  early  period  to  her 
latest  breath,  a  steady  principle,  guiding  and  governing 
her  actions,  cheering  her  discouragements,  animating 
her  hopes,  and  growing  from  first  to  last  stronger  and 
stronger.  The  doctrines  in  which  she  was  educated, 
the  faith  of  her  father  and  mother,  the  faith  of  her 
Puritan  ancestry,  the  faith  drawn  out  in  the  Assembly's' 
catechism,  was,  during  all  her  life,  that  to  which  she 
adhered  and  in  the  spirit  of  which  she  lived. 

My  father  likewise  was  of  Puritan  ancestry,  a  de- 
scendant chiefly  from  the  first  settlers  of  Massachusetts 
Bay,  as  was  my  mother  from  those  of  Plymouth 
colony.  He  was  the  son  of  the  Rev.  Josiah  Stearns, 
of  Epping,  New  Hampshire,  and  the  grandson  of  the 
Pev.  Samuel  Puggles,  of  Billerica,  Massachusetts. 
Being  left,  when  yet  a  boy,  with  the  care  of  his  widowed 
mother  and  orphaned  brothers  and  sisters,  he  was 
unable  at  first  to  fulfil  what  had  long  been  his  heart's 
desire,  the  securing  of  an  education  for  the  Christian 
ministry.  But  by  dint  of  perseverance,  such  as  they 
only  manifest  whose  hearts  are  set  on  what  they 
undertake,  he  at  length  accomplished  his  object,  and 
having  graduated  at  Harvard  College  in  1794,  and 
studied  theology  with  my  mother's  .father,  was  settled 
as  a  minister  in  Bedford,  Massachusetts,  in  the  month 
of  April,  1796. 

My  mother's  marriage  took  place  on  the  ninth  of 
May,  1797.  By  that  event,  she  was  introduced  to  a 
station  somewhat  difficult  for  one  educated  as  she  had 
been.  The  young  minister,  in  whatever  place  he  may 
be  settled,  readily  adapts  himself  to  his  new  situation. 
But  the  young  minister's  wife  does  not  always  find  it 
easy  to  change  at  once  all  her  social  habits.     The 
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people  of  my  father's  parish  were  at  that  time  chiefly 
farmers,  some  of  them  intelligent  in  their  way,  but 
living  in  the  plainest  and  most  primitive  manner- 
There  was  no  library,  no  literary  circle,  none  who  had 
not  been  accustomed  to  a  style  of  intercourse  very 
different  from  that  of  her  father's  family.  Often  have 
*I  heard  her  say  that  if  she  could  have  found  only  just 
one  lady  of  the  same  social  and  intellectual  tastes  with 
herself,  she  would  have  thought  herself  quite  happy 
in  the  acquisition.  In  her  own  household,  too,  the 
young  housekeeper  of  twenty-one  had  a  somewhat 
delicate  task.  My  father's  family  was  already  formed 
when  she  came  to  be  its  head.  She  must  humor  as 
well  as  she  could  the  notions  of  an  aged  mother-in-law? 
who,  though  excellent  in  her  day  in  every  womanly 
quality,  had  for  many  years  lived  in  comparative 
seclusion,  and  was  now  broken  in  health  and  verging 
towards  the  childishness,  of  extreme  age.  This  aged 
matron,  with  her  youngest  daughter,  a  girl  in  her  teens, 
and  the  old  family  servant  of  my  grandfather,  formed 
a  circle  on  that  side  of  the  house  quite  sufficient  to 
overbalance  in  influence  the  single  representative  of 
the  newly  allied  family.  It  is  to  the  credit  of  all,  that 
there  was  no  jarring  among  them.  My  mother's 
course  always  secured  satisfaction.  Her  aged  mother- 
in-law  clung  to  her  with  the  fondest  affection,  and  my 
father's  sisters  were  her  sisters  in  unbroken  harmony, 
as  long  as  she  and  they  lived.  In  laying  the  founda- 
tions of  this  new  family,  as  I  have  often  heard  both 
my  parents  say,  the  corner-stone  was  sealed  sacredly 
with  this  seal :  "  As  for  me  and  my  house  we  will 
serve  the  Lord." 
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The  ministry  of  my  father  within  the  bounds  of  the 
same  parish,  extended  through  a  period  of  nearly  forty 
years.  During  that  long  period  my  mother  was  his 
best  counsellor  and  his  most  reliable  assistant  in  his 
sacred  work.  Their  views  of  religion  were  the  same 
— their  views  of  the  objects  to  be  aimed  at  and  the 
way  to  attain  them,  perfectly  harmonized.  With 
gentle  assiduity  she  stimulated  his  endeavors,  seconded 
by  her  prudent  social  intercourse  or  prepared  the  way 
for  the  execution  of  his  plans,  checked  his  over-exer- 
tions, and  restored  his  fainting  spirit  or  his  failing 
strength  whenever  they  faltered.  Among  the  people 
she  was  always  the  advocate  of  all  sorts  of  desirable 
improvements.  The  rustic  population  showed  no 
jealousy  of  her  different  ways,  but  rather  were  proud 
of  them.  Gradually  the  tastes  of  many,  especially  of 
the  younger  class,  became  assimilated  to  her  own. 
Their  genuine  virtues  secured  her  sincere  respect,  and 
with  not  a  few,  she  came  to  enjoy  much  pleasant 
social  intercourse,  which  continued  to  the  end  of  their 
lives.  Meanwhile  many  desirable  changes  took  place. 
Schools  were  improved,  a  social  library  was  established, 
a  flourishing  village  sprung  up ;  the  old  house  of 
worship,  which  had  stood  two-thirds  of  a  century,  was 
replaced  by  a  beautiful  new  edifice  with  towering 
steeple  and  far-sounding  bell.  Every  way  the  external 
aspect  of  the  place  had  become  greatly  improved.  In 
all  this,  her  quiet  influence,  I  have  reason  to  believe, 
acted  as  an  important  stimulant. 

Nor  was  it  chiefly  in  external  and  secular  things 
that  this  influence  was  felt.  At  an  early  day  a  society 
was  formed  among  the  females  of  the  place,  over  which 
she  presided,  and  through  which  she  exerted,  for  many 
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years,  a  powerful  influence  on  the  religious  interests 
of  the  community.  At  stated  times  they  met,  they 
prayed,  they  contributed  of  their  scanty  means  to  the 
advancement  of  Christ's  kingdom,  they  consulted 
about  cases  requiring  charity  that  arose  from  time  to 
time,  in  the  midst  of  them ;  they  talked  of  the  bright 
world  to  which  they  hoped  they  were  advancing.  In 
her  religious  efforts,  as  I  have  before  intimated,  my 
mother  was  never  ostentatious.  With  a  truly  feminine 
delicacy  she  always  confined  herself  to  what  she  deemed 
her  own  sphere,  and  even  in  that  seldom  acted  herself 
where  there  were  others  who,  she  thought,  could  and 
would  act  as  well.  An  incident  that  occurred  some 
years  after  my  father's  death,  may  serve  to  illustrate 
this  trait  of  her  character.  One  of  the  deacons  of  the 
church,  an  excellent  man  and  able  in  most  respects, 
had  an  unconquerable  reluctance  to  lead  in  the 
devotions  of  the  church.  It  so  happened  that  on  one 
occasion,  when  a  considerable  number  were  assembled 
at  a  prayer  meeting,  this  deacon  was  the  only  man 
present  capable  of  leading.  My  mother,  seeing  how 
the  case  stood,  walked  quietly  to  his  seat  and  begged 
him  by  every  argument  she  could  invent,  to  lay  aside 
his  culpable  timidity  and  meet  the  exigency.  But  he 
could  not  be  moved.  The  people  waited  for  a  few 
moments  and  the  men  rose  to  retire.  Whereupon  my 
mother,  true  to  the  principle  of  her  life :  always  to  do 
herself  what  no  one  else  would,  gathered  the  women 
around  her  and  with  them  spent  the  evening  in 
prayer.  Somewhat  similar  to  this  was  her  practice  in 
regard  to  domestic  devotions.  I  do  not  remember 
ever  to  have  heard  my  mother  lead  the  worship  of  the 
family.     When  my  father  was  present  he  always  did 
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it.  And  when  he  was  absent  and  no  other  gentleman 
occupied  his  place,  one  of  the  sons  was  brought  forward 
and  made  to  assume  the  responsibility.  And  yet  my 
mother  always  did  lead  the  devotions  of  the  family, 
when  there  was  no  man  present  to  do  it,  and  continued 
the  practice  constantly  during  all  the  years  of  her 
widowhood. 

During  my  father's  long  ministry  several  eventful 
crises  were  passed  through.  More  than  once  or  twice 
a  powerful  revival  of  religion  blest  his  endeavors  and 
cheered  his  heart.  But  there  was  one  event  of  another 
sort,  towards  the  close  of  his  life,  which  I  must  not 
pass  wholly  unnoticed.  In  the  increase  of  the  popu- 
lation to  which  I  have  alluded,  there  had  come  in  a 
mingled  multitude  who  had  never  come  under  the 
influence  of  his  labors.  Some  of  them  were  men  of 
no  religion  whatsoever.  Others,  having  imbibed  in  the 
neighboring  towns  the  principles  of  anew  form  of  error 
which  had  sprung  up  in  that  region,  did  not  like  what 
they  deemed  his  rigid  doctrine,  and  the  close,  earnest 
way  in  which  he  pressed  upon  his  flock  the  duty  of 
immediate  repentance.  These  with  others,  natives  of 
the  place,  became  disaffected  towards  his  ministry. 
Some  scoffed.  Some  absented  themselves  from  the 
place  of  worship  altogether.  Some  complained  that 
the  pastor  would  not  exchange  pulpits  occasionally 
with  the  preachers  of  the  new  and  fashionable  doctrine. 
At  length,  in  the  midst  of  a  revival  of  religion,  the 
disaffection  reached  its  culminating  point.  As  the 
law  of  the  State  then  was,  all  that  resided  within  the 
town  limits  had  the  power  of  voting  in  the  affairs  of 
the  congregation.  Led  on  by  a  few  wrho  had  never 
liked  the   restraints   of  religion,   the  multitude   were 
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brought  together,  and,  finding  they  could  command  a 
majority,  commenced  a  series  of  measures  having  in 
view  a  revolution  in  the  religious  character  of  the 
place.  They  seized  the  pulpit  and  obtruded  upon  it 
men  whose  religious  principles  both  the  pastor  and 
the  church  utterly  repudiated.  They  drove  him  first 
to  a  public  building  in  the  neighborhood,  then,  finding 
the  best  of  the  people  would  follow  him  there,  ejected 
him  thence  and  compelled  him  to  throw  open  his  own 
house  for  the  public  worship  of  the  Sabbath.  Mean- 
while the  church  as  a  body  stood  firm,  and  by  far  the 
largest  part  of  the  congregation  steadily  adhered  to 
them.  They  went  through  the  storm,  left  the  house 
of  worship  where  they  had  long  met,  and  in  which 
most  of  the  pews  were  their  own,  left  their  funds  and 
their  communion  plate,  built  a  new  edifice,  organized 
themselves  anew  as  a  religious  society,  and  with  their 
aged  pastor,  quietly  settled  down  under  their  own  vine 
and  fig  tree. 

It  was  a  terrible  ordeal  for  an  aged  pastor  to  pass 
through,  one  of  which  no  description  of  mine  can  give 
you  an  adequate  conception.  That  he  did  not  sink 
under  it — that  he  committed  no  important  mistake  in 
the  management  of  his  part  in  it — that  he  succeeded  in 
bringing  off  his  beloved  church  with  scarcely  an 
exception,  and  settling  them  more  firmly  than  ever  on 
the  foundations  of  their  ancient  faith — that  the  designs 
of  the  adversary  were  defeated  and  the  new  heresy 
gained  no  permanent  hold  notwithstanding  its  first 
apparent  success,  is  due,  I  have  not  the  slightest 
doubt,  in  a  great  measure  under  God,  to  the  prudent 
conduct,  the  steady  sympathy,  the  wise  counsels,  and 
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the  watchful  penetration  of  her  who   proved  herself 
from  first  to  last  truly  a  helpmeet  for  him. 

I  have  left  myself  but  little  time  in  which  to  speak 
of  her  relations  to  her  children.  She  was  the  mother 
of  thirteen,  two  of  whom  she  buried  in  their  infancy, 
and  eleven  she  was  permitted  to  rear  to  mature  life. 
Her  sons,  not  to  speak  now  of  her  daughters,  owe  an 
untold  obligation  to  her  prudent  energy.  If  they  have 
accomplished  any  thing  in  the  world,  if  they  have  been 
able  to  occupy  with  any  good  degree  of  success,  impor- 
tant stations  in  the  church,  her's  is  the  chief  honor. 
I  do  not  believe  we  should  any  of  us,  or  at  least  not 
more  than  one  or  two,  have  received  a  public  educa- 
tion but  for  her  persevering  resolution.  My  father's 
means  were  small,  compared  with  the  number  of  his 
family ;  and  though  none  valued  more  the  benefits  of 
education,  or  was  more  willing  to  make  sacrifices  in 
order  to  give  them  to  his  children,  he  dreaded  to  incur 
debts  which  he  might  not  find  it  possible  to  pay.  But 
my  mother,  always  fruitful  in  expedients,  acted  upon 
the  principle  that  whenever  a  thing  was .  desirable  to 
be  done  there  was  a  way  to  accomplish  it.  And  she 
did  accomplish  it.  Four  of  us  were  carried  through 
all  the  stages  of  a  collegiate  and  professional  educa- 
tion, I  scarcely  know  how.  Only  I  know  that  she 
contrived  the  plans,  and  she  persevered  till  they  were 
put  in  execution. 

In  the  discipline  of  her  children,  my  mother  happily 
combined  firmness  with  gentleness.  My  father,  occu- 
pied with  his  studies  and  his  public  duties,  generally 
left  this  part  of  the  domestic  management  chiefly  to 
her.  Her  government  over  them  was  seldom  absolute, 
never  arbitrary.     I  do  not  believe  she  ever  struck  one 
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of  them  a  blow  in  her  life.  Yet  they  all  felt  her  settled 
wish  must  be  law.  Often  when  some  reluctance  mani- 
fested itself  to  perform  some  required  service,  argument 
was  cut  short  by  the  reply :  "  Well,  if  you  are  not 
willing  to  do  it,  I  shall."  And  that  ended  the  matter 
and  secured  the  performance.  The  notion  entertained 
by  some  mothers,  that  women  cannot  govern  and  con- 
trol boys,  and  great  boys  too,  she  repudiated  as  a  folly. 
"  Yes  you  can,"  she  would  say  to  such  mothers ;  "  they 
are  more  dependent  upon  you  than  you  think."  Hers 
was  a  discipline,  under  which,  except  on  certain  prom- 
inent points,  all  acted  from  their  own  free  choice.  But 
then  that  choice,  whatever  it  might  have  been  at  first, 
had  to  adapt  itself  to  her  views.  Or  if,  in  any  case, 
it  did  not  yield,  the  mistake  was  generally  soon  felt, 
and  not  likely  to  be  repeated.  Indeed,  in  her  mild 
way,  she  gained  and  held  a  remarkable  ascendancy 
over  all  that  came  within  the  range  of  her  influence. 
In  her  method  of  education,  the  means  often  escaped 
observation,  but  the  results  were  reached.  Often  have 
I  looked  back  with  admiration  at  the  shrewd  tact  with 
which  she  guarded  her  children  from  the  vulgarizing 
influence  of  the  less  cultivated  class  of  their  associates, 
withal  taking  care  not  to  excite  in  them  emotions  of 
pride  and  superciliousness  towards  their  inferiors. 
Often  have  I  wondered  at  the  time,  that  certain  inti- 
macies beginning  to  be  formed,  were  broken  up  by 
her ;  whereas  I  now  see  it  was  the  only  way  by  which 
the  party  forming  them  could  have  been  rescued  from 
imminent  moral  perils.  It  was  her  habit,  always,  to 
maintain  a  very  close  watch  over  the  outside  influences 
to  which  her  children  were  subjected,  applying  timely 
correctives,    now    by    reminding   us    of  our   superior 
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Christian  advantages  and  obligations,  and  now  by 
furnishing  us  with  fitting  answers  Avith  which  to  refute 
the  sophistries  of  the  unbelieving  or  repel  the  entice- 
ments of  the  tempter. 

The  religious  principles  which  she  instilled  into  us, 
were  the  same  in  which  both  our  parents  were  trained 
in  their  own  childhood.  The  Assembly's  catechism 
we  all  learned  by  heart,  and  recited  at  the  general 
semi-annual  "  catechizing,"  at  a  very  early  age.  The 
doctrines  of  repentance,  of  the  necessity  of  the  new 
birth,  the  hatefulness  and  ill  desert  of  sin,  the  duty  of 
an  entire  consecration  of  the  heart  to  God,  the  obliga- 
tions growing  out  of  the  baptismal  covenant,  and 
salvation  only  by  the  cross  of  Christ,  were  earnestly 
insisted  on.  And  I  may  say  here,  that,  by  the  Divine 
blessing  upon  parental  faithfulness,  the  names  of  all 
the  eleven, — three  of  whom  have,  I  trust,  gone  to 
their  rest, — have  long  since  been  enrolled  among  the 
professed,  I  trust  the  sincere,  followers  of  Christ.* 

My  mother  was  not  addicted  to  strong  outward 
demonstrations  of  maternal  affection.  A  stranger 
might  have  thought  her  cold.  Indeed,  it  was  her  way 
generally  to  keep  her  deeper  feelings,  especially  her 
personal  troubles,  her  sorrows,  her  anxieties,  her  pains, 
chiefly  to  herself.  But  she  was  a  very  tender  mother, 
as  her  children  well  know,  a  most  self-sacrificing 
mother,  and  her  heart,  it  might  truly  be  said,  was 

*  Three  instances  are  remembered  in  which,  in  the  laconic  way  charac- 
teristic of  her,  she  gave  her  own  views  of  a  wise  maternal  management. 
To  one  who  asked  for  the  secret  of  her  success  with  her  children,  she 
said,  "  I  took  them  to  the  Lord."  To  another  inquiring,  what  is  the  best 
way  to  bring  up  children,  she  answered,  "  Watch  and  pray."  To  still 
another,  who  perhaps  exhibited  what  she  thought  an  overweening  careful- 
ness, her  reply  was,  "  Don't  bring  them  up  too  much." 
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bound  up  in  their  welfare.  The  words  of  the  gifted 
Hannah  More,  which  I  have  often  heard  her  quote, 
well  express  her  experience  : — 

"  I  fear  for  him, 
For  thee,  for  all.      A  doting  parent  lives 
In  many  lives,  through  many  a  nerve  she  feels, 
From  child  to  child  the  quick  affection  spreads, 
Forever  wandering  yet  forever  fixed ; 
Nor  does  division  weaken,  nor  the  force 
Of  constant  operation  e'er  exhaust 
Parental  love.      All  other  passions  change 
With  changing  circumstances,  rise  or  fall 
Dependent  on  their  object,  claim  returns, 
Live  on  reciprocation,  and  expire 
Unfed  by  hope.     A  mother's  fondness  reigns 
Without  a  rival  and  without  an  end." 

Her  first  child  died  in  infancy.  Another  babe  passed 
into  the  spirit  land  many  years  later.  My  eldest  sister 
and  brother  went  to  their  rest  within  a  few  years  of 
the  death  of  their  revered  father.  Another  sister 
was  removed  suddenly  shortly  after  I  became  pastor 
of  this  church.  My  mother  said,  when  this  last 
sorrow  fell  upon  her,  "  I  know  it  is  all  right,  but  nature 
will  have  its  way."  She  did  not  shed  a  tear,  though 
she  wished  she  could.  The  burning  sorrow  of  her 
heart  seemed  to  have  dried  up  the  fountains. 

I  cannot  attempt  here  any  analysis  of  my  mother's 
character.  I  will,  however,  mention  a  few  prominent 
traits.  Her  perceptive  faculties  were  strong  and  keen. 
She  saw  with  remarkable  quickness  the  exact  posture 
of  affairs,  and  discerned  a  character  with  the  most 
infallible  accuracy.  All  sorts  of  pretence,  flattery, 
sentimentalism,  affected  scrupulosity,  pompous  gravity, 
were  of  very  small   account  with  her.     Her  wit  was 
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quick,  and  her  satire,  although  good-natured,  always 
effective.  She  had  a  ready  sense  of  the  ludicrous, 
and,  even  in  old  age,  enjoyed  a  good  jest  and  a  hearty 
laugh  as  well  as  the  merriest.  In  her  daily  inter- 
course, she  was  accustomed  to  speak  her  mind  with 
great  freedom,  and  with  such  pertinence  of  criticism, 
that  wrong  and  foolish  doers  shrunk  instinctively. 
Yet  as  she  always  spoke  kindly,  it  was  seldom  that 
she  gave  offence  to  any.  Her  disposition  was  emi- 
nently social.  Young  people  were  always  fond  of  her 
society,  and,  in  her  better  days  certainly,  she  never 
lacked  subjects  for  conversation  with  all  classes  of  her 
acquaintance.  To  the  last  she  kept  herself  out  in  the 
world,  and  could  not  bear,  as  she  often  said,  to  live 
the  life  of  a  tortoise,  only  peeping  out  of  his  shell. 
She  was  addicted  to  hospitality.  My  father's  house, 
during  his  life,  was  often  filled  with  company,  some- 
times with  strangers  who  had  little  claim ;  but  I  never 
knew  my  mother  to  be  impatient.  Her  acquaintance, 
especially  in  the  early  part  of  her  life,  was  very  exten- 
sive. Dr.  Sprague,  in  sending  her  as  a  -present  his 
noble  work  on  the  American  pulpit,  gave  as  a  reason 
that  he  found  her  better  acquainted  with  the  subjects 
of  those  volumes, — that  is,  of  the  earlier  ones, — than 
any  other  person  with  whom  he  had  met.  She  was  a 
great  reader,  all  her  life  to  the  very  last,  and  took  a 
lively  interest  in  all  public  affairs,  both  of  the  country 
and  of  the  world.  No  feature  of  her  character  was  more 
observable  than  the  interest  she  took  in  the  poor,  the 
neglected,  the  uninteresting.  If  any  of  her  acquain- 
tance, especially  any  distant  relative,  had  fallen  under 
reproach,  or  had  any  disagreeable  peculiarities,  or 
seemed  to  be  overlooked  by  others,  or  had  exhausted 
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the  patience  of  friends,  my  mother  was  sure  to  take 
them  under  her  patronage.  To  those  who  would 
help  themselves,  she  was  always  ready  to  lend  help 
and  encouragement ;  but  of  all  things  in  the  world, 
she  had  the  greatest  contempt  for  lazy  inefficiency. 
Her  fortitude  under  afflictions  was  as  conspicuous  as 
was  her  energy  in  action.  An  invalid  during  a  large 
part  of  her  life,  most  of  her  plans,  as  she  has  often 
told  me,  were  formed  upon  her  bed,  as  were  the  decrees 
which  executed  them  issued  from  her  rocking-chair. 
But  she  seldom  talked  of  her  own  sufferings.  And 
when  trouble  came  upon  the  family,  she  bore  in  silence 
just  as  large  a  share  as  she  could  manage  to  assume. 
Then  it  was  that  the  true  heroism  of  her  character 
most  displayed  itself;  for  she  bent  her  own  soul  under 
the  burden,  that  she  might  ease  it  off  from  the  spirits 
of  others,  and  rose  and  went  straight  on  under  its 
weight  with  a  queenly  dignity  and  an  almost  angel 
calmness.  It  would  have  seemed  to  us  a  sure  token  of 
some  unendurable  calamity  had  we  perceived  our 
mother's  fortitude  breaking  beneath  it. 

In  the  character  of  my  two  parents  there  were  some 
remarkable  points  of  contrast  whereby  they  were 
better  fitted  for  the  relation  they  sustained  towards 
each  other.  My  father  ordinarily  was  of  a  cautious 
turn.  My  mother  never  stood  for  trifles.  My  father, 
from  habits  of  study  and  under  the  weight  of  his 
responsibilities,  was  sometimes  inclined  to  be  pensive, 
sometimes  depressed.  My  mother,  constitutionally 
and  from  principle,  was  of  the  hopeful  class.  My 
father  was  sensitive,  naturally  quick,  although  in  all 
important  matters  where  his  principles  were  on  the 
alert,  few  had  more  complete  self-control.     My  mother 
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was  of  a  more  even  temperament,  and  always  knew 
how  to  soothe  his  spirit  when  disturbed,  and  generally, 
by  her  care  and  forethought,  to  prevent  the  occasion. 
Well  do  I  remember  her  great  care  to  allow  no  trouble- 
some subject  to  come  near  him  when  engaged  in  his 
studies,  especially  near  the  close  of  the  week  when 
the  Sabbath  was  approaching.  "  It  is  Saturday  night," 
she  would  say,  "  do  not  go  to  your  father  with  that 
till  Monday ;  that  will  be  soon  enough."  On  this 
account  it  was  fortunate,  perhaps,  that  while  my 
mother  was  always  accessible  to  her  children,  and 
made  them  always  free  to  tell  her  their  wants,  my 
father,  except  when  he  unbent,  or  had  his  mind 
perfectly  at  ease,  was  a  little  distant,  and  threw  around 
himself  an  aspect  of  gravity  which  inspired  reverence 
rather  than  freedom.  Hence  most  of  our  troubles  came 
to  his  ear  through  that  best  of  mediums,  our  dear 
mother's  prudent  representations.  It  could  scarcely 
be  otherwise  than  that,  in  some  instances,  their  opinions 
should  differ.  And  yet  so  perfect  was  their  mutual 
understanding,  so  complete  the  confidence  they  exer- 
cised towards  each  other,  that  their  children  seldom,  if 
ever,  saw  any  difference.  The  act  and  the  command 
of  one,  always  carried  with  it  the  authority  and 
cooperation  of  both. 

Twenty-four  years  ago,  on  the  twenty-sixth  day  of 
December,  my  beloved  and  revered  father  went  to  his 
rest.  He  lived  just  long  enough  to  see  his  people 
safely  established  in  their  new  place  of  worship,  and 
then,  taking  his  leave  of  them  at  the  communion 
table,  and  giving  them  there  his  parting  benediction 
and  advice,  quietly  laid  aside  the  mantle  of  his  dying 
flesh,  and  went  home  to   his   Saviour.     Almost  the 

6 


42 


very  last  public  act  of  his  life  was  to  place  his  signa- 
ture, as  Moderator  of  the  Association  to  which  he 
belonged,  to  my  own  licensure  to  preach  the  gospel. 
He  was  a  man  of  singular  purity,  integrity,  and  eleva- 
tion of  character ;  courteous  and  affable  in  his  manners ; 
high  toned  in  his  sentiments  of  honor;  courageous  and 
chivalric  as  became  the  son  of  a  revolutionary  patriot, 
and  yet  singularly  modest ;  a  true  gentleman  of  the 
old  school,  every  inch  of  him  ;  a  warm  friend  of  his 
country ;  a  steady  adherant  to  whatever  he  believed  to 
be  truth  and  duty,  wherever  they  might  carry  him  and 
whatever  party  might  complain ;  a  diligent  student ;  a 
graceful  and  effective  public  speaker ;  an  affectionate 
and  assiduous  pastor,  and  a  very  model  of  a  Christian 
minister,  certainly  in  the  eyes  of  his  children.  One 
who  knew  him  well,  gave  of  him  this  public  testi- 
mony. "  Mr.  Stearns  was  an  able  and  faithful 
minister.  He  was  very  clear  and  decided  in  his  views 
of  religion.  In  him  orthodoxy  and  charity  were 
eminently  united.  He  was  a  man  of  prayer,  leading, 
apparently,  a  life  of  communion  with  God.  In  his 
last  sickness  it  was  a  great  privilege  to  be  near  him, 
so  heavenly  was  his  conversation,  so  submissive  was 
his  deportment,  so  calmly  would  he  speak  of  his 
approaching  dissolution,  and  so  firmly  would  he 
express  himself  of  the  glory  that  was  to  follow."  * 

My  mother  has  been  still  spared  to  us  all  this  long 
period,  her  faculties  scarcely  impaired,  and  her  heart 
as  young  and  fresh  as  in  the  days  of  her  girlhood. 
Very  pleasant  has  it  been  to  us  to  meet  her  in  the 
summer,    under    the    old   family    roof,   the    dear    old 

*  See  Funeral  Sermon  by  Rev.  Samuel  Sewall,  from  John  xi.  25,  26. 
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mansion  in  which  we  were  all  born,  where  every 
object  speaks  to  us  of  onr  father's  and  mother's  char- 
acter, where  is  the  study  in  which  our  father  wrote 
and  meditated  and  prayed  for  us,  and  the  corner  by 
the  parlor  fire  where  he  led  us  in  family  devotions, 
Avhere  he  welcomed  our  dear  mother  to  a  home  in  her 
bridal  beauty,  and  where  in  sickness  she  has  cherished 
us,  in  sorrow  comforted  us,  in  waywardness  corrected 
us,  and  day  by  day  pointed  us  to  heaven — the  home 
of  the  family  now  for  sixty-one  years,  with  its  broad 
green  door-yard  and  its  old  shady  trees.  Very  pleas- 
ant has  it  been  to  welcome  her  to  our  own  homes  in 
the  winters,  and  teach  our  children  to  love  her,  and 
be  profited  by  her  example.  We  ought,  perhaps, 
after  so  long  an  enjoyment  of  these  privileges,  to  have 
been  prepared  for  her  departure.  And  yet  we  were 
not.  At  least,  I  was  not.  It  is  a  very  great  thing  to 
part  with  a  good  mother  whensoever  it  may  happen. 
It  rends  apart  and  leaves  bleeding  the  living  fibres  of 
a  life-long  experience.  But  I  do  bless  God  that  she 
was  spared  to  us  so  long,  and,  since  she  must  go,  I 
rejoice  and  thank  him  that  she  died  so  peacefully, 
falling  gently  asleep  in  the  arms  of  Jesus,  and  has 
gone  to  rejoin  her  departed  husband  and  my  five 
sainted  brothers  and  sisters,  in  the  land  of  the  blessed. 
O,  I  do  thank  Him,  and,  as  long  as  my  soul  lives,  I 
will  not  cease  to  thank  Him,  that  He  gave  me  in  my 
infancy  and  continued  to  me  to  mature  life,  such  a 
mother !  It  seemed  an  aggravation  of  our  grief  that 
she  was  taken  so  suddenly  that  most  of  us,  though 
we  hastened  with  all  speed,  could  not  reach  her  bed- 
side till  her  spirit  was  fled ;  that  her  sufferings,  until 
distinct  utterance  failed,  were  so   severe  as  to  preclude 
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parting  counsels  and  the  expression  of  dying  hopes. 
But  God  who  ordered  the  event,  ordered  also  the 
manner  of  it.  It  is  better  so  than  that  she  should 
have  lingered  suffering,  or  survived  the  decay  of  the 
mental  faculties.  We  have  her  long  and  noble  life  to 
look  back  upon.  And  doubtless  it  is  all  best  as  it  is. 
We  laid  her  dear  remains  down  by  my  father's  side, 
on  a  beautiful  hill-side,  sloping  towards  the  setting 
sun,  amidst  the  prayers  of  good  men  and  the  tears  of 
a  numerous  assembly.  That  well  known  smile  seemed 
to  be  playing  still  upon  her  features  as  the  coffin  lid 
fell.  There  let  her  dear  form  rest,  under  the  care  of 
Jesus,  till  the  morning  of  the  resurrection  wake  them 
both  to  the  consummation  of  their  blessedness. 

But  I  must  stop.  Nine  years  ago  about  this  time 
to-morrow,  I  assumed  my  official  responsibilities  as  the 
pastor  of  this  flock.  The  anniversary  of  my  installa- 
tion is  marked  this  year  by  a  sad  memorial,  and  I  shall 
waive  all  further  notice  of  that  occasion. 

Let  me  say  a  word,  in  conclusion,  to  Christian 
mothers.  You  scarcely  know,  my  friends,  your  mighty 
power  over  the  destinies  of  your  children.  No  other 
being  on  earth  can  do  for  them  half  so  much  as  is 
included  in  your  privilege.  Cultivate  and  make  the 
most  of  your  ascendancy  over  them.  Cultivate  your 
own  character,  intellectual,  social  and  moral,  for  their 
sakes.  Give  them  early  to  God  in  that  beautiful  and 
holy  rite  which  the  Saviour  has  ordained,  and  follow 
them  with  your  sympathies,  your  instructions,  your 
exertions,  and  your  prayers,  till  you  see  them  settled 
and  fixed  safely  in  the  friendship  and  service  of  Christ. 
Be  sure  they  will  reward  you  when  your  work  shall 
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be  accomplished.  With  their  love,  with  their  affec- 
tionate reverence,  with  their  kind  and  assiduous  filial 
attentions,  they  will,  if  God  spares  their  lives,  make 
your  old  age  happy.  If  there  is  a  mother  here  who 
is  not  a  Christian  now,  let  her  at  once,  for  her  chil- 
drens'  sake,  if  not  for  her  own,  hasten  to  become  one. 
Deprive  them  not  of  the  effectual,  fervent  prayers  of 
such  a  mother.  Spare  them  the  sorrow  of  laying  your 
loved  form  in  the  grave,  without  the  hope  of  a  reunion 
in  glory. 

Let  me  say  a  word,  too,  to  children,  whether  older 
or  younger.  If  God  has  given  you,  my  friends,  a 
good  mother,  prize  her  above  all  price.  You  never 
had  a  friend,  this  side  of  heaven,  whose  love  is  stronger 
or  more  disinterested.  If  she  is  taken  away,  no  other 
heart  will  beat  towards  you  with  the  same  affections. 
Kespect  her  counsels ;  let  her  wishes  be  your  law. 
Do  whatever  lies  in  your  power  to  make  her  happy. 
And  let  no  act  of  yours,  no  thoughtless,  negligent 
or  wayward  act,  send  even  a  moment's  pain  to  her 
heart.  If,  in  God's  infinite  wTisdom,  she  is  already 
gone  from  you,  cherish  her  memory.  Enshrine  it  in 
your  heart  of  hearts.  Copy  her  example  in  all  things 
in  which  she  copied  her  Saviour.  And  be  prepared  to 
meet  her  in  a  better  world.  Children  of  Christian 
mothers,  I  exhort  you  fervently,  be  prepared  to  meet 
those  mothers  in  a  better  world. 

And  now,  may  God  graciously  fulfil  to  all  of  us  his 
precious  promise.  O  !  we  can  ask  nothing  better.  The 
sorrowing  of  whatever  class,  those  even  who  can  find, 
in  their  bitter  grief,  no  alleviating  circumstances,  may 
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find  comfort  here.  In  all  the  troubles  of  life,  all  its 
pains,  disappointments,  deprivations,  bereavements  and 
fears,  yea,  even  in  the  breaking  of  the  anguished 
heart,  this  shall  suffice.  If  the  eternal  God  put  under- 
neath and  around  us  the  everlasting  arms ;  if  with  His 
gentle  hand,  He  condescends  to  wipe  away  tears  from 
all  faces ;  if  He  comforts  us,  as  one  whom  His  tender, 
faithful,  loving  mother  comforteth,  we  shall  need  no 
other  comforter,  living  or  dying. 


L  E.TTE  US. 


The  following,  among  others,  were  received  from  friends  unable 
to  be  present. 

FROM    REV.    WILLIAM    B.    SPRAGUE,   D.  D. 

Albany,  December  6,  1858. 
My  Dear  Sir  : — I  have  just  received  your  kind  letter  inviting  me 
to  the  funeral  of  your  beloved  mother,  but  it  is,  of  course,  too  late 
for  me  to  reach  there  in  time  for  the  service.  If  I  had  received 
notice  earlier,  I  should,  not  only  from  my  veneration  for  her  but 
from  the  regard  I  have  for  her  children,  and  especially  the  deep 
sympathy  which  I  have  with  yourself  and  immediate  family,  have 
made  an  effort  to  be  there. 

Praying  that  the  God  of  all  peace  may  grant  to  all  of  you  all 
needed  consolation  in  this  hour  of  your  affliction,  and  with  kindest 
regards  to  your  brothers  and  sisters, 

I  am  affectionately  yours, 

WILLIAM  B.  SPRAGUE. 

FROM    REV.    DAVID    T.    KIMBALL,    FOR   MORE    THAN    HALF    A   CENTURY 
PASTOR    OF    THE    FIRST    CHURCH,   IN   IPSW'ICH. 

Ipswich,  December  9,  1858. 

Dear  Sir  : — I  sympathize  with  you  in  the  decease  of  your  justly 
honored  and  beloved  mother.  It  would  have  given  me  no  small 
satisfaction  to  have  mingled  my  sorrows  with  yours  and  with  those 
of  other  mourning  friends,  on  the  occasion  of  her  funeral.  But  I 
did  not  receive  intelligence  of  the  time  of  the  funeral  in  season  to 
be  present  on  the  mournful  occasion. 

Her  father  was  virtually  my  father.  He  was  my  theological 
teacher,  and  for  him  I  shall  ever  entertain  the  highest  regard.  His 
son  Jonathan  was  the  most  highly  valued  of  all  my  ministerial 
brethren.  Your  father,  also,  was  very  dear  to  me.  One  of  the  first 
times  of  my  preaching  was  in  his  pulpit,  with  him  by  my  side. 
Your  mother,  also,  I  remember  with  much  interest.  Your  brothers 
always  seem  near  to  me,  and  I  feel  very  grateful  to  you  for  remem- 
bering me  on  this  occasion. 
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I  hope  that  He,  who  has  taken  from  you  your  respected  and 
beloved  parents,  will  ever  be  a  father  and  a  friend  to  you  ;  and  that 
when  this  life  with  you  shall  terminate,  you  will  renew  your  acquaint- 
ance with  them  in  the  world  of  light  and  glory,  where  sin,  sorrow, 
and  death  never  enter,  but  where  is  perfect  holiness  and  fulness  of 
joy  forever.     Very  affectionately  yours, 

DAVID  T.  KIMBALL. 

The  Rev.  Isaac  Br  am  an,  only  surviving  classmate  of  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Stearns,  at  the  age  of  88,  and  confined  to  his  room  by  the  infir- 
mities of  age,  tendered  his  affectionate  sympathies  by  the  hand  of 
his  daughter.     Three  weeks  after  he  also  went  to  his  rest. 

Dea.  Samuel  Greele,  of  Boston,  an  acquaintance  of  Mrs.  Stearns 
in  early  life,  expressing  his  regrets  at  being  necessarily  absent,  says  : 
"  The  recollection  of  the  days  I  passed  in  the  delightful  family  of 
your  honored  and  beloved  parents,  are  among  the  valued  treasures 
of  my  heart.  The  memory  of  their  persons,  character  and  instruc- 
tions, is  as  vivid  as  if  I  had  parted  with  them  but  yesterday." 

FROM    REV.    REUBEN     EMERSON,    A    PATRIARCH     OF     NEARLY    NINETY 

YEARS. 

South  Reading,  December  17,  1858. 

My  Dear  Sir : — Your  note  I  duly  received,  which  brought  me  the 
sad  intelligence  of  the  death  of  your  highly  respected  and  truly 
Christian  mother,  with  a  polite  invitation  to  attend  her  funeral.  I 
can  assure  you,  Sir,  that  it  was  with  deep  regret  that  circumstances 
forbid  my  attendance.  Rarely,  if  ever,  have  I  had  a  stronger  desire 
to  attend  such  solemnities. 

From  1804  till  the  lamented  death  of  your  sainted  father,  he  gave 
me  the  privilege  and  pleasure  of  his  friendship,  ministerial  courtesy 
and  Christian  fellowship.     "  The  memory  of  the  just  is  blessed." 

Your  beloved  mother  doubtless  manifested  during  her  widowhood, 
no  other  than  true  Christian  submission  and  resignation  to  Him 
whom  she  delighted  to  honor,  and  from  whom  she  received  temporal 
and  spiritual  blessings,  which,  as  she  clearly  understood  and  appre- 
ciated, were  neither  few  nor  small.  I  have  esteemed  her  as  a  dis- 
creet, decided,  steadfast,  and  truly  devoted  mother  in  Israel,  with  a 
mind  well  balanced  and  above  the  ordinary  level.  While  her  chil- 
dren rise  up  and  call  her  blessed  they  will  not  soon  forget  her  faithful 
training,  mingled  with  maternal  tenderness  and  Christian  sympathy, 
which  they  have  had  the  privilege  and  happiness  to  enjoy  so  long,  hi 
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childhood,  youth,  and  riper  years.  You  will,  I  doubt  not,  ever  bear 
in  mind,  as  you  doubtless  have  done,  the  divine  sentiment:  where 
much  is  given,  much  will  be  required. 

To  have  met  with  the  surviving  family  of  such  departed  worth, 
and  which  I  have  so  highly  esteemed,  though  on  so  mournful  an 
occasion,  would  have  been  among  the  occurrences  which  I  should 
note  with  peculiar  pleasure.  My  prayer  is  with  those  prayers  of 
your  sainted  parents,  which,  I  have  not  a  question,  are  now  in  the 
process  of  accomplishment,  that  your  lives,  health,  and  usefulness 
may  be  long  continued ;  that  you  may  all,  at  some  distant  period, 
come  to  the  grave  as  a  shock  of  corn  fully  ripe,  and  join  an  unbroken 
family,  in  the  endless  anthems  of  thanksgiving  to  God  and  the  Lamb. 

Please  give  my  best  regards  to  your  respected  brothers  and  sisters, 
with  my  regrets  that  circumstances  prevented  my  attending  the 
solemnities  of  your  dear  mother's  funeral. 

With  sentiments  of  real  esteem,  I  am,  dear  Sir,  yours,  &c. 

REUBEN  EMERSON. 

FEOM   REV.    DR.    KENDALL,    WHO    SURVIVED   BUT   A   FEW   WEEKS. 

Plymouth,  December  5,  1858. 

My  Dear  Sir : — Your  note  of  the  4th,  announcing  the  death  of 
your  venerated  and  beloved  mother,  reached  me  last  evening.  Jt 
carried  me  back  sixty  years  of  my  life,  and  brought  to  my  mind  many 
interesting  and  pleasant  reminiscences  with  the  sad  intelligence  of 
your  dear  mother's  death. 

After  I  graduated  in  1796,  I  became  connected  with  Phillips 
Academy,  as  an  assistant  teacher.  Your  grandfather  French's  family 
was  among  the  first  of  my  acquaintance.  I  spent  many  pleasant 
hours  with  both  parents  and  children.  I  was  present  when  your 
dear  mother's  marriage  was  solemnized  by  her  venerable  and  beloved 
father.  Your  own  father  I  had  previously  known  in  college,  though 
in  the  class  of  1794, — two  years  before  me, — as  among  the  excel- 
lent young  men  with  whom  it  was  desirable  and  safe  to  be  acquainted. 
His  pulpit,  at  Bedford,  was  among  the  first  in  which  my  voice  was 
heard  as  a  preacher.  Your  grandfather  preached  my  ordination 
sermon  at  Plymouth  fifty-nine  years  ago.  I  was  present  at  the  ordi- 
nation of  his  son  and  your  uncle  Jonathan,  at  North  Hampton,  New 
Hampshire.  These  are  among  the  circumstances  which  brought  me 
into  intimate  relation  with  the  family,  and  have  given  me  an  interest 
in  whatever  relates  to  it,  either  of  joy  or  sorrow. 
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It  would  have  given  me  great  satisfaction,  if  my  health  would  have 
admitted  it,  to  have  been  present  at  the  last  obsequies  of  your  dear 
mother.  But  I  have  passed  the  threshold  of  my  ninetieth  year,  and 
I  have  suffered  during  the  autumn  from  repeated  attacks  of  severe 
cold,  something  like  influenza,  which  has  proved  an  epidemic  among 
aged  people.  The  effect  has  been  labor  of  respiration  or  shortness 
of  breath.  My  physician  nor  my  friends  would  think  it  prudent  or 
safe  to  take  a  journey  this  stormy  month  of  December,  from  here  to 
Bedford.  But  my  sympathies  and  my  prayers  will  be  with  your 
family  in  their  bereavement  and  affliction.  I  rejoice  that  they  have 
so  much  to  comfort  them  in  this  hour  of  their  trial.  How  thankful 
must  they  feel  that  they  were  not  called  to  this  severe  trial  at  a 
period  of  life  when  more  than  ever  they  needed  a  mother's  care,  a 
mother's  toil,  and  a  mother's  counsel  to  nurture,  to  protect  and  to 
guide  them  in  the  way  they  should  go ;  but  that  the  bitter  cup  was 
suffered  to  pass  from  them  until  age  and  perhaps  infirmity  made  it 
desirable,  with  respect  to  herself,  to  depart  and  be  with  Christ, 
which  is  far  better. 

My  sympathizing  regards  to  your  family  in  their  bereavement. 
And  believe  me,  with  great  sincerity,  your  friend  and  elder  brother, 

JAMES  KENDALL. 

FROM   REV.    DR.    WILLIAM   JENKS. 

Boston,  December  6,  1858. 

My  Dear  Sir : — I  received  to-day  your  note  of  the  4th  instant, 
giving  notice  of  the  death  of  your  honored  mother,  and  inviting  me 
to  attend  the  funeral  to-morrow. 

For  this  attention  I  thank  you.  It  would  have  afforded  me  satis- 
faction to  have  shown  my  respect  to  the  memory  of  the  departed, 
and  my  high  regard  for  her  family,  had  not  considerations  of  health 
at  this  season  of  the  year  decidedly  required  me  to  abstain,  having 
no  one  to  accompany  me,  and  deafness  not  permitting  me  to  go 
alone. 

You  have  long  enjoyed  her  valued  society,  and  doubtless  feel  that 
this  a  subject  for  gratitude  to  God.  It  is  indeed.  And  now  that  she 
is  removed  to  the  higher  and  better  world,  as  I  trust,  that  He  may 
sanctify  the  event  to  her  whole  surviving  family  is,  I  assure  you,  the 
wish  and  prayer  of 

Your  sympathizing  friend, 

WM.  JENKS. 
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FROM    HON.    JOSIAH    QUINCY,    SEN.,    OF    BOSTON. 

Dear  Sir: — Your  letter  announcing  t lie  death  of  your  excellent 
mother,  1ms  jus!  been  received,  with  the  feelings  natural  and  suitable 
to  the  occasion.  At  her  age,  and  after  a  life  so  well  spent,  and  so 
full  of  faithful,  well  performed  duties,  her  departure  is  not  so  much  a 
subject  of  regret  as  of  humble  submissive  acquiescence,  in  the  will  of 
Him  who  has  so  long  spared,  supported  and  directed  her,  and  who 
has  taken  her  to  himself,  full  of  years,  after  a  life  crowned  with  so 
many  blessings.  For  what  mother  can  hope  or  desire  greater  than 
to  live  beyond  the  age  allotted  to  human  existence,  and  to  be  per- 
mitted to  witness  the  success  and  well  deserved  honors  of  so  many 
of  her  children,  and  thus  to  realize  the  fruits  of  those  virtues  she 
had  instilled  and  cultivated  in  her  descendants  ? 

My  remembrance  of  her  extends  beyond  the  range  of  eighty 
years.  I  distinctly  see  her  a  child  then  only  two  or  three  years  old, 
sitting  on  the  door-step  of  the  cottage  parsonage,  under  the  shadow 
of  two  glorious  elms  which  overspread  it,  amused  with  the  boys 
playing  in  the  front  yard,  her  father  looking  out  of  the  window, 
enjoying  the  sports  of  the  boys,  with  that  affectionate  interest  in  the 
young  for  which  he  was  distinguished.  My  remembrance  of  my 
early  life  in  your  grandfather's  family  is  ever  vivid,  and  I  love,  in 
my  old  age,  to  retrace  the  shadowy  and  departing  outlines  my 
memory  yet  retains.  It  was  indeed  a  simple  and  restricted  life 
which  I  led,  but  it  was  dear  to  me  from  the  kind  affections  of  both 
your  grand-parents. 

It  is  impossible  for  me  to  think  of  attending  her  funeral,  as  you 
invite,  although  it  would  be  very  grateful  to  me  to  pay  that  tribute 
to  her  memory.  I  am  sure  that,  at  this  season  of  the  year  and  at 
my  age,  a  specification  of  reasons  will  not  be  requisite.  It  would 
be  unbecoming  and  in  a  degree  presuming,  to  speak  to  such  men  as 
you  and  your  brothers,  of  the  many  consolations,  the  many  self-con- 
gratulations for  fulfilled  filial  duties,  and  the  many  retro-active 
influences  upon  the  happiness  of  your  parent,  which  the  remem- 
brance of  her  past  life  must  awaken  in  her  children. 

Express  to  them  all  and  accept  for  yourself,  that  sympathy  which 
belongs  and  is  due  to  an  occasion,  happily  qualified  by  the  remem- 
brance of  the  many  virtues,  long  practiced,  during  a  life  so  long 
enjoyed  as  was  that  of  her's  whose  departure  you  lament. 

Respectfully  and  truly  yours,  JOSIAH  QUINCY. 

Boston,  December  4,  1858. 
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FROM   REV.   J.     M.   MANNING,    JUNIOR    PASTOR    OF    THE    "OLD    SOUTH 
CHURCH,"   BOSTON. 

Boston,  December  6,  1858. 
My  Dear  Sir : — Please  be  assured  that  I  share  most  heartily  in 
your  grief,  occasioned  by  the  death  of  your  much  venerated  mother, 
and  I  shall  do  my  utmost  to  make  other  duties  yield,  that  I  may 
perform  the  service  to  which  you  kindly  assign  me.  It  is  certainly 
fitting  that  some  one  should  stand  in  the  place  of  my  gifted  prede- 
cessor, Rev.  Samuel  H.  Stearns,  on  the  occasion  of  his  mother's 
obsequies.     Very  sincerely  yours, 

J.  M.  MANNING. 

FROM    REV.    NEHEMIAH   ADAMS,   D.  D. 

Boston,  December  4,  1858. 

My  Dear  Friend  : — I  feel  greatly  honored  and  am  much  affected  in 
being  invited  to  attend  the  funeral  of  your  beloved  and  revered  mother. 

A  lecture  which  I  have  publicly  announced  will  keep  me  at  home 
to  prepare  for  it.  No  ordinary  cause  would  keep  me  away.  O 
what  hallowed,  rich,  elevating  thoughts  and  feelings  you  all  have 
around  her  form,  and  will  have  at  her  grave !  I  think  of  those  faces 
in  heaven  whose  smiles  are  familiar  to  me  now,  which  have  beamed 
with  joy  at  her  arrival.  Mother  of  good  men  !  how  honorable  she 
is,  and  destined  to  everlasting  remembrance. 

I  would  make  any  sacrifice  to  be  there.  Remember  me,  most 
affectionately,  to  all  your  family  circle  at  such  a  time  as  this.  Our 
homes  perish  one  by  one,  but  in  doing  so  they  bring  very  near  and 
make  very  precious  that  which  has  foundations.  May  you  all  feel 
that  Jesus  is  with  you  at  the  grave  as  well  as  his  disciples. 

Yours,  most  truly,  N.  ADAMS. 

FROM    HON.    AMOS   A.   LAWRENCE. 

Boston,  December  4,  1858. 

My  Dear  Sir : — Permit  me  to  condole  with  you  and  yours  in  your 
great  loss.  Though  this  event  cannot  have  been  unexpected,  it 
creates  a  void  which  can  never  be  filled  in  this  world,  in  the  hearts 
of  those  who  have  so  long  loved  and  honored  her.  With  the  sorrow 
may  God  give  you  the  blessing  which  so  often  attends  it. 

On  receiving  this  note  it  was  my  intention  to  go  to  Bedford  on 
Tuesday,  but  the  committee  to  examine  my  treasurer's  account  of 
Harvard  College  for  the  year,  have  notified  me  that  they  have 
agreed  on  Tuesday  to  perform  that  duty,  and  as  they  are  scattered 
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it  will  be  impossible  for  me  to  have  another  time  fixed  at  this  late, 
day.  This  I  regret,  for  it  would  have  afforded  me  much  satisfaction 
to  have  shown  my  respecl  for  the  memory  of  your  mother  by  attend- 
ing the  last  services  which  can  be  rendered  to  a  deceased  friend. 
Please  present  my  regards  to  the  members  of  your  family,  and 
believe  me  faithfully.  Yours, 

A.  A.  LAWRENCE. 

FROM     MRS.     ANGELINE     CARR,     MISSIONARY    TO     THE     INDIANS,    AND 
FORMERLY    A    TEACHER    AT   SOUTH   HADLEY. 

Bloomfield  Academy,  Choctaw  Nation,  I.  T., 
January  2,  1858. 

Several  days  have  already  passed  since  the  sad  tidings  reached  us 
that  your  honored  mother  was  no  longer  an  inhabitant  of  earth.  We 
deeply  sympathize  with  you,  my  clear  friend,  in  this  bereavement. 
We  know  that  this  affliction  falls  heavily  upon  you,  but  you  have 
learned  where  to  look  for  consolation.  How  sweet  it  is,  in  such  an 
hour,  to  know  that  a  Father's  hand  inflicts  the  rod,  and  though  the 
chastisement  may  seem  severe,  that  it  is  for  our  good. 

Oh  !  how  relentless  is  the  monster  death.  It  blasts  our  fondest 
hopes  and  withers  all  our  joys.  How  desolate  is  your  once  happy 
home.  What  a  strange  echo  fills  those  ancient  halls.  You  look  in 
vain  for  that  familiar  form,  for  it  has  passed  away.  A  mother's 
voice  you  wait  to  hear.  But  alas  !  it  lies  hushed  in  the  icy  cham- 
bers of  the  tomb.  Still  "  ye  sorrow  not,  even  as  others  which  have 
no  hope."  You  rejoice  in  the  prospect  of  meeting  her,  when  a  few 
more  years  have  passed  away,  with  others,  loved  and  gone  before,  in 
that  clime  where  sin,  sickness  and  death,  are  not  known.  Her  days 
are  numbered  and  finished.  Her  pilgrimage  of  more  than  four- 
score years,  is  ended  ;  her  work  is  done^  She  is  now  enjoying  a 
rich  reward. 

There  are  few  whose  memory  will  be  cherished  in  warmer  hearts. 
Her  children  shall  rise  up  and  call  her  blessed !  Few  mourn  the 
loss  of  such  a  "  mother."  May  her  mantle  fall  on  many  that  bear 
that  title. 

You  may  recollect  that,  during  some  of  my  last  moments  with  her, 
I  inquired  the  secret  of  her  success  in  the  training  of  her  children, 
as  I  wished  to  profit  by  her  experience  in  the  training  of  my  own 
little  flock.  Her  answer  was,  "  I  took  them  to  the  Lord  !  "  This 
answer  is  worthy  of  a  place  upon  her  monument.  It  surely  will 
ever  have  a  place  in  my  memory.     Her  parting  gift  I  value  much. 
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Many  times  have  we  gazed  upon  that  loved,  familiar  face,  since  we 
heard  that  she  had  fallen  asleep.  I  should  love  much  to  hear  the 
particulars  of  her  death,  as  the  letter  we  received  was  written  a  few 
days  after  her  departure.  ******  Now,  my  dear 
friend,  I  must  close.  May  the  Lord  bless  you  and  comfort  you  in 
this  hour  of  deep  affliction.     Very  affectionately,  your  friend, 

ANGELINE  H.  CARR. 

FKOM    MRS.    B.  B.  APPLETON,    AN   ORPHAN,   FOR   MANY   YEARS    OF    HER 
CHILDHOOD   AN   INMATE    OF    MRS.   STEARNS'S   FAMILY. 

Rome,  January  6,  1859. 

My  Very  Dear  Kate  : — We  had  seen  in  the  papers  of  last  week 
the  notice  that  our  dear  mother's  funeral  would  take  place  on 
December  7th,  and  so  were  prepared  for  your  letter,  which  was 
received  from  Florence  yesterday.  I  cannot  say  that  the  sad  news 
took  me  by  surprise,  for  her  great  age  and  what  you  have  constantly 
written  the  last  two  years,  that  she  grew  more  and  more  feeble,  have 
led  me  always  to  think  that  the  event  might  take  place  at  any  time. 
Yet  I  cannot  tell  you  how  badly  I  feel  when  I  think  that  I  shall 
never  see  her  again.  I  try  to  banish  it  from  my  mind,  and  as  I  look 
at  her  picture  I  feel  that  she  is  still  alive  and  happy  at  Bedford,  and 
that  some  day  we  shall  sit  by  her  side,  and  talk  over  all  that  has 
happened  these  last  six  years  !  That  shall  be  the  way  that  I  will 
think  of  her  as  long  as  I  remain  in  Europe,  and  not  until  I  go  home 
and  find  that  she  is  not  there  to  welcome  me  with  her  kind  voice 
and  cheerful  face,  will  I  allow  myself  to  think  that  she  is  sleeping 
her  last  sleep  in  the  quiet  grave.  I  do  think  I  loved  her  very 
unselfishly  and  very  dearly,  and  I  always  felt  that  she  loved  me  too  ! 
I  wish  I  could  have  seen  her  once  more,  but  that  could  not  be.  I 
must  reconcile  myself  to  what  is,  and  endeavor  to  feel  that  it  may 
be  right.  She  was  a  dear  good  woman,  and  had  fewer  faults  than 
any  other  that  I  ever  knew.  Her  good  life  must  be  the  greatest 
source  of  happiness  to  you  now  she  is  gone.  That  is  something 
about  which  there  can  be  no  mistake,  and  no  one  can  take  from  you ! 

*  *  *  «  *  *  j^  sen(js  nis  kindest  regards  to  you  all — he 
feels  very  deeply  my  dear  mother's  death,  for  he  not  only  knows 
how  /  loved  her,  but  he  loved  her  very  dearly  himself. 

May  the  good  God  bless  you,  my  dear  Kate,  while  I  know  you 
will  believe  me  yours,  most  sincerely, 

K.  E.  APPLETON. 


ORDER  OF  THE   FUNERAL. 


The  services  took  place  at  Bedford,  December  7,  1858,  at 
11  o'clock,  A.  M. 

The  following  clergymen  were  present  taking  part  in  the  exer- 
cises or  assisting  as  bearers,  viz. : — 

Rev.  Samuel  Sewall,  of  Burlington  ;  Rev.  George  W.  Blag- 
den,  D.  D.,  of  Boston  ;  Rev.  Asa  Bullard,  of  Boston  ;  Rev.  J.  A. 
Albro,  D.  D.,  of  Cambridge  ;  Rev.  J.  G.  D.  Stearns,  of  Billerica  ; 
Rev.  Elisha  Loomis,  of  Littleton  ;  Rev.  D.  R.  Cady,  of  West 
Cambridge  ;  Rev.  John  Lawrence,  of  Carlisle,  and  Rev.  H.  J. 
Patrick,  pastor  of  the  church  at  Bedford. 

These,  together  with  the  immediate  relatives  and  other  invited 
friends,  assembled  at  the  house  of  the  deceased,  and  after  prayer  by 
Rev.  Mr.  Bullard,  proceeded  to  the  church.  As  they  entered  the 
choir  chanted — 

"  Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord ; 
He  will  sustain  thee, 
And  strengthen  thee  and  comfort  thee ; 
He  will  sustain  thee  ; 
He  will  comfort  thee  ; 
Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord." 

Selections  from  the  Scriptures  were  read  by  Rev.  Mr.  Patrick 
who  also  offered  a  short  prayer.     The  choir  sang : — 

"  Mother,  thou  art  gone  before  us, 

And  thy  saintly  soul  is  flown 
Where  tears  are  wiped  from  every  eye 

And  sorrow  is  unknown  ; 
From  the  burden  of  the  flesh, 

From  sin  and  care  released, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

The  toilsome  way  thou'st  travelled  o'er, 

And  borne  the  heavy  load  ; 
But  Christ  hath  taught  thy  languid  feet 

To  reach  his  blest  abode  : 
Thou'rt  sleeping  now  like  Lazarus, 

Upon  his  father's  breast, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 
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Sin  can  never  taint  thee  now, 

Nor  doubt  thy  faith  assail, 
Nor  thy  meek  trust  in  Jesus  Christ, 

Or  the  Holy  Spirit,  fail ; 
And  there  thou'rt  sure  to  meet  the  good, 

Whom  on  earth  thou  lovedst  best, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest." 

Rev.  Mr.  Sewall,  of  Burlington,  addressed  the  assembly,  from 
Heb.  vi.  12.  "That  ye  be  not  slothful,  but  followers  of  them  who, 
through  faith  and  patience,  inherit  the  promises." 

The  discourse  was  followed  by  the  funeral  prayer,  offered  by  Rev. 
Dr.  Blagden,  of  Boston,  and  after  that  by  the  Benediction.  On 
the  coffin  lay  fresh  white  flowers,  intertwined  with  unfading  green — 
sent  from  a  distance — a  token  of  tender  remembrance  from  a 
beloved  and  long-tried,  aged  friend,  who  was  shortly  after  taken  to 
her  rest.  The  deacons,  standing  one  at  the  head  and  the  other  at 
the  feet,  protected  the  remains  while  the  congregation  took  leave  of 
them  and  the  choir  sang : — 

"  Unveil  thy  bosom  faithful  tomb, 

Take  this  new  treasure  to  thy  trust, 
And  give  these  sacred  relics  room, 

To  slumber  in  the  silent  dust. 

Nor  pain,  nor  grief,  nor  anxious  fear, 

Invade  thy  bounds ;  no  mortal  woes 
Can  reach  the  peaceful  sleeper  here, 

While  angels  watch  the  soft  repose. 

So  Jesus  slept ;  God's  dying  Son 

Pass'd  thro'  the  grave  and  blest  the  bed  ; 

Rest  here,  blest  saint,  till  from  his  throne, 
The  morning  break,  and  pierce  the  shade. 

Break  from  his  throne,  illustrious  morn  !  . 

Attend,  O  earth,  his  sovereign  word ; 
Restore  thy  trust,  a  glorious  form 

Shall  then  arise  to  meet  the  Lord." 

The  remains,  preceded  by  the  clergy  and  followed  by  a  numerous 
concourse  of  mourners  and  friends,  were  then  taken  to  the  ceme- 
tery. After  the  coffin  had  been  deposited,  a  short  prayer  was 
offered  by  Rev.  Dr.  Albro,  of  Cambridge,  and  the  procession  passed 
on ;  but  her  children  lingered  by  the  spot  till  the  rite  of  burial  was 
complete. 


